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SUNDAY AT MATINS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY, inclufive, up to LENT. 


. Methodist World Service Fund 


Primo dierum omnium. 
oP RaIIRST Day of days! wherein arrayed 
| In light and beauty, Earth was made ; 
And life to give us, from the deaé 
Viétorious our Creator fped ! 





athieo..44} Let us with joyful hearts arife, 
And chafing flumber from our eyes, ps 
Right early feek The Lord of Grace, 

As erft the Prophet fought His Face ; 


That He may hearken to our prayer, 
Stretch forth His arm with kindly care, 
And every paft offence forgiven, 
Reftore us to our homes in Heaven ; 


[2] 


And as on this His facred Day, 

We here our thankful homage pay 

Of praife and prayer, each peaceful hour 
May o’er us amply, bleffings fhower. 


Father of Majefty and Light ! 

Put every evil thought to flight ; 

From deeds unholy and impure 

Our frames, Thy workmanfhip, fecure ; 


Redeemer fpare! nor doom in Hell 
Thy flock with vengeful fires to dwell ; 
But wash our finful ftains away, 

And grant us life in endlefs Day ; 


Where, from all carnal bondage free, 
And made for ever pure, to Thee 

We may in adoration raife, 

Our Hope! perpetual fongs of praife ! 


Lord! Holy Virgin-born! by Heaven 
And Earth, to Thee be Glory given; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as eternity fhall laft. Amen. 


After the Purification is faid 


Father of Mercies! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite. Amen. 


[34] 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after TRINITY to ADVENT, 
as well on SUNDAYS as on WEEKDAYS, whenever 


it is the ordinary office for the SUNDAY or WEEK- 
DAY, at MATINS. 


Noéte furgentes vigilemus omnes. 


Wea ET us arife from night and flumber waking, 
oe In pfalmody our hearts and voices raife ; 
& To God with all our powers {weet mufic 
: In hymns of praife. [making 





So in full concert with Thy Saints to tell 
Thy mercies, Lord! fo worthy may we be 
To enter Heaven’s bright courts, in blifs to dwell 
For e’er with Thee. 


The Blefled Trinity perform our prayer, 
Father, and Son, and Holy Ghoft Moft High ; 
Whofe Glory ail creation doth declare 
Eternally. Amen. 


@ SUNDAY at MATINS throughout the year, except when 
otherwife diretted.—( From the Paris Breviary.) 


Die dierum principe. 






$F aatq| DAY of Earthly days the chief! 

UF ie O Light in darknefs! Joy in grief! 
Behold from His fepulchral prifon 

I fe Chrift, very Light of lights, hath rifen ! 


‘ig 


Death and the powers infernal fear 

As His imperial voice they hear ; 
Shall we more cold and deaf than they 
Refufe His fummons to obey? 


While Nature wrapt in flumber lies, 
Let us the Sons of Light arife, 

And a Divine unwearied fong 
Throughout thefe matin hours prolong ; 


And now by Law and Prophets taught, 
And Pfalms with light and fervour fraught, 
While Earth’s profaner founds are ftill, 
With facred tones His temples fill : 


O may the Gofpel trump awake 

Our languid hearts, our flumbers break; 
A new and Heavenward walk exprefs, 
Our lives new rifen to holinefs. 


Difpenfe thefe bleflings from above, 

O God, Thou Fount of life and love! 
Whofe Spirit’s quickening grace infpires 

Thy law with new and living fires. 

To Father and to Son e’er be 

High Praife, and Holy Ghoft ! to Thee, 
Whofe cheering influence to our hearts 
Celeftial light and warmth imparts! Amen. 


[5] 
SUNDAY AT LAUDS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY, inclufive, up to SEPTUAGESIMA, 


Eterne rerum Conditor. 
g}) TERNAL Founder of the Worlds! 
Thou Ruler of the Day and 
Night! 
a| Who doft the changing hours difpofe 
For Man’s refrefhment and delight; 





Shrill crows the harbinger of Morn, 
Night’s ever-wakeful fentinel ; 

The traveller’s lamp, who doth the dawn 

Dividing night from night, foretell. 


See, at his voice the Star of Day 
Difpels the fhadows from the fky, 

And from their haunts of mifchief {cared, 
The phantoms of the darknefs fly ; 


The mariner his ftrength renews, 
The billows of the main fubfide ; 

He fung, when our Salvation’s Rock 
His Church from error purified. 


Arife we then with zealous hearts ; 

The Cock each flumbering foul upbraids, 
His clarion-call the fluggard chides, 

The unwilling loiterer perfuades. 


Hope at his cheerful fong returns, 

Health o’er the fick man’s couch it pours, 
The robber fheathes his reeking blade, 

And faith the apoftate foul reftores. 


[6] 


Jefu! our faltering fteps regard ; 

Vifit, corre&t us as Thou wilt ; 
Look down, that we may fall no more, 
Remove the burthen of our guilt ! 

Thou Light! illumine every fenfe, 
The flumber of our fouls aroufe ; 
On Thee with earlieft voice we call, 
To Thee perform our morning vows. 
Eternal Glory, Lord! to Thee, 
Born of a Virgin Mother pure ; 
Father, and Holy Ghoft, fhall be, 
While ages infinite endure. Amen. 


After the Purification. 
To God The Father Glory be, 
Like Glory to His Only Son, 
And Spirit Paraclete! to Thee, 
While endlefs years their courfe fhall run. Amen. 


@ Ox SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS at LAUDS, from 
TRINITY SUNDAY to ADVENT. 


Ecce jam noétis tenuatur umbra. 





xcaay| LE ! vanifhed are the paling fhades of night, 
i 2 | And gleams with orient light the morning fky ; 
9/4 While all our powers toThee, the Lord of Might, 
: We fuppliant cry. 
On us, O Gracious God! compaflion fhew— 
Our dulnefs cheer—impart Thy faving love ; 
And through the Father’s grace on us beftow 
The realms above. 


7 i 


The Bleffed Trinity perform our prayer, 
Father, and Son, and Holy Ghoft Moft High, 
Whofe Glory all Creation doth declare 
Eternally... Amen. 


@ SUNDAY at LAUDS throughout the year, except when 
otherwife direéted, according to the Paris Breviary. 


Ad templa nos rurfus vocat. 


Thy flock unto Thy courts invite ; 
4 Ja For all the gifts of this Thy Day, 
S| Their thankful orifons to pay ; 





When Chrift, on wings of victory borne, 
Rofe glorious, and eclipfed the Morn ; 
And we His members fain would raife 
To Him triumphant fongs of praife. 


Lo! in the cradle of His birth 
Revealed unto the aftonied Earth 

He came; Fair Child! arrayed in light ; 
O wondrous deed of faving might! 


And when, by traitorous rebels flain, 
Life for a guilty world to gain, 

Him raifed to life the Father’s care ; 
O what furpaffing love was there! 


When firft the world, divinely planned, 
And framed by God’s parental hand, 
Complete in priftine beauty ftood ; 

He faw, and then pronounced it good ! 


[8] 


But decked in fairer robes of white, 
It met the approving Father’s fight, 
When dyed in that pellucid flood, 

The Eternal Lamb’s Atoning Blood! 


With golden brilliance fhines the Morn ; 
Bright hues the awakening world adorn ; 
And lift our quickened hearts and eyes, 
To fairer {cenes beyond the fkies. 


So, Brightnefs of His Father’s Face, 

Chrift, Light of hearts, and Fount of Grace, 
Bids us beneath His Manhood learn, 

God in His Glory to difcern! 


Bleft 'Trinity ! a beacon light 

Thy Law, within our hearts indite ; 

To help us fhun the paths of ill, 

And ail Thy bleft commands fulfil. Amen. 





L9] 


AT PRIME, 
@ Throughout the Year. 


Fam lucis orto fydere. 


ey Star of Light hath rifen, and now 
sf) ‘To God in fuppliant prayer we bow ; 





May He in every work and way, 
From harm preferve us through the 
day. 


May He reftrain our tongues in peace, 
And make the din of ftrife to ceafe, 
And kindly fhield and clofe our eyes 
From gazing on Earth’s vanities. 


O may our inmoft hearts be pure, 
From folly, word, and thought, fecure ; 
Let temperance all our pride difpel, 
And every carnal paffion quell : 


That fo when light fhall fade away, 
And night fucceed the waning day, 

We, by the world unftained, may raife 
To Heaven our thankful fongs of praife, 


To God The Father Glory be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 10 | 
@ At PRIME, according to the Paris Breviary. 


Fam lucis orto sydere. 


HE Star of light hath rifen, and now 
To God in fuppliant prayer we bow, 
That He, the Fount of endlefs light, 
Would guide our daily walk aright. 





May tongue and hand abftain from ill ; 
No empty thoughts our bofoms fill ; 
Pure Truth within our mouths abide, 
And Love in every heart refide. 


As wane the hours, O Chrift! at hand 
Our ever watchful champion ftand ; 
From ravening foes with fure defence 
To guard each inlet of the fenfe. 


Grant that the toil of all our days 
Be e’er fubfervient to Thy praife ; 
That all things in thy fear begun, 
May through Thy favouring help be done. 


Let not the flefh with tyrant fway, 
Miflead the recreant foul aftray ; 
But abftinence each paflion calm, 
And all our rebel pride difarm. 


Glory to God The Father be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Holy Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 





[10] 
MONDAY AT MATINS, 


@ From the EPIPHANY toLENT. 


Somno refectis artubus. 


UR limbs with grateful fleep refrethed, 
W With gladnefs we arife from rett ; 
e| Look down and blefs our words and 





jg ways, 

rg O Father! as we hymn Thy praife. 
Thee do our earlieft accents fing, 

To Thee our fouls their homage bring, 

That fo our actions all may be, 

O Holy Lord! begun in Thee. 


Now darknefs yields unto the light,— 
The Day-Star hath difpelled the night ; 
So may the guilt which darknefs brought, 
Melt in Thy radiant beams to nought. 


Suppliants before Thy face we fall, 

On Thee, to cleanfe our hearts, we call ; 
So fhall our anthems hymn Thy love 
For ever in Thy courts above ! 

Lord! Holy Virgin-born! to Thee 
Eternal Praife and Glory be ; 

To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as eternity fhall laft. Amen. 


After the Purification. 


Moft Gracious Father! hear our prayer 
Coequal Only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[12 ] 


@ MondDAY at MATINS throughout the year, ac- 
cording to the Paris Breviary, unlefs otherwife 
direlted. 


Deo canamus Gloriam. 


amet ILLORY to God! Who when with light 
%@ Creation’s fecond morn was bright,— 







aN #1 © marvel unto mortal eyes !— 
: Sis Spread forth abroad the lofty tkies, 
Admiring, on Heaven’s ample breaft, 

We view the floating vapours reft, 

From whence, o’er Earth’s far-teeming fhores, 
His rain our Heavenly Father pours. 


Fair emblem of the grace, O Lord! 
Thou doft unto Thy faints afford ; 

Which pure and {weet celeftial dews 
May o’er their thirfting fouls diffufe. 


And they who truft in Jefu’s Blood, 
And quaff of that falubrious flood, 
Shall, fpurning Earth, with angel-flight, 
Mount to the eternal courts of light. 


Bleft! who in this terreftrial wafte, 
Of thefe Thy gifts of mercy tafte ; 
With memory of ‘Thy love they burn, 
And ceafelefs love to Thee return. 


Glory to God The Father be! 

Like praife, Eternal Son! to Thee, 

And to The Holy Ghoft, be given 

For evermore by Earth and Heaven! Amen. 


[ 13 ] 


@ MonbDay at LAUDS, from the FIRST SUNDAY after 
the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY to LENT. 
Splendor Paterne Gloria. 
“Z| BRIGHTNESS of Thy Father’s Face! 
7 Refulgent fource of Light and Grace! 
Thou Light of lights! Light’s radiant Spring! 
Thou Day, the day illumining ! 
Defcend, Thou Very Sun Divine! 
With ever-during brilliance fhine ; 





And pour on every fenfe, we pray, 
The Holy Spirit’s cloudlefs ray. 


Father! to Thee we pay the vow, 
Father of ceafelefs Glory Thou ! 
Father of mighty Grace and Name ! 
O banifh every deed of fhame! 


Direct each word and aét aright, 

And blunt the flanderer’s tooth of {pite, 
Affift us in the hour of woe, 

And patience to endure beftow. 


With kindly governance control 

Tn chafte and loyal frames the foul ; 
Let Faith with holy fervour glow, 
Nor e’er the bane of falfehood know. 


Chrift be our fweet and daily food, 
And Faith our drink in plenitude ; 
The Holy Ghoft our bofoms blefs 

With His full cup of Holinefs. 


So let the day in joy move on; 

Our modefty be like the dawn, 

Our Faith like Noon, ferene and pure, 
No twilight e’er our fouls obfcure. 


[ 14 | 


See! Morn purfues its fhining way ; 
Great Morning! all Thy beams difplay : 
Son, with The mighty Father, One! 
The Father wholly in The Son! 


Glory to God The Father be ! 
Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 
And to The Spirit Paraclete, 
Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 
@ MondDaAr at LAUDS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife diretted.—(Paris Breviary.) 
Nil laudibus noftris eges. 
sy) [TOUGH throned our higheft praife above, 
Thou Father! doft Thy children love ; 
And will that they, with filial prayer, 
Should feek ‘Thy Heavenly Grace to fhare. 
How deep Thy fecret counfels reach, 
The filent fhades of darknefs teach ; 
Thy healing mercy’s genial ray 
Glows in the fplendours of the day ! 





O’erwhelmed beneath thefe marvels, Lord! 
The voice is mute, the fpirit awed ; 

But love which thrills in every vein 
Cannot from utterance refrain. 

And it fhall {peak ; in thankful lays 

To chant that Gracious Father’s praife, 
Who help in prefent need affords, 

And promife of divine rewards. 

To Him our fond affections rife, 

Though flefh to earth the fpirit ties ; 

Jefu! our guide and guardian be, 

In that bleft path that leads to ‘Thee! Amen. 


[15 ] 


TUESDAY: AT:MATINS, 


@ From the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY to LENT, 


Confors Paterni Luminis. 
eR HOU Confort of Thy Father’s throne! 
mi Thee, Light of lights, true Day we 
4 = oown, 


4 And with our morning anthems greet ; 
S 





= AL; O hear us from Thy mercy-feat ! 


All darknefs from our minds difpel, 
And turn to flight the hofts of Hell ; 
Thine own awakening Grace impart, 


To cheer each dull and flothful heart. 


Jefu! Thy pardon kind and free 
Beftow on us who truft in Thee; 
And as Thy praifes we declare, 


O with acceptance hear our prayer. 


Lord! Holy Virgin-born! by Heaven 
And Earth to Thee be Glory given ; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft ; 

Long as eternity fhall laft. Amen. 


After the Purification. 


Moft gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 16 ] 


@ TUESDAY at MATINS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife directed—( Paris Breviary.) 


Fubes, et in preceps aquis. 
@E fpake! and gathering into one, 
Behold the floods impetuous run ; 


q Till ftripped of watery veils, the land 
# Doth to the air uncovered ftand! 
This teeming Earth haft Thou, O God! 

On us Thy family beftowed : 

One world is ours, O may one chain 

Of Charity our hearts conftrain ! 





In forrowing exile here we roam ; 

Yet thou fhalt bring ‘Thy wanderers home, 
Who, worthy Thee, as brethren dear, 
Have lived in holy concord here. 


But all who with malignant guile 

Their brother injure or revile, 

Outcafts before thy vengeance driven, 
Shall ne’er approach the Courts of Heaven. 
Lo! Earth long travailing in pain 

Can {carce the impious crew fuftain ; 
And inly panting, longs with fpeed 
From that dire burthen to be freed. 
Thee, now Thy fupplicants intreat 
This our Adoption to complete, 

Which Thy {weet Spirit’s foretafte bleft 
Predeftines for our final reft. 

Eternal Praife and Glory be 

To God The Eternal One, yet Three ; 
Who, e’er to reign in faithful hearts, 
Fraternal Charity imparts. Amen, 


baz 4 


@ TUESDAY at LAUDS, from the FIRST SUNDAY after 
the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Ales diei nuntius. 


“4 AY’S herald bird, with defcant clear, 

49 Y Proclaims the orient light is near ; 

3 yj And Chrift Who wakes the fouls of men, 
sxza4 Invites us unto life again. 






17? 


“«'Take up your beds !”” The Saviour cries, 
«¢ From dull and liftlefs eafe arife ; 

“Tn fober chaftity and fear 

«© Watch ye, for I The Lord am near!” 


Suppliant on Jefu’s Name we call, 
Before His Throne repentant fall ; 
Each contrite heart doth vigil keep, 
Aroufed from dead and earthly fleep. 


O Chrift! our finful flumbers wake ; 
Night’s cold and flavith fetters break ; 
Thy freedom to our fouls reftore, 
New light on every fenfe outpour! 


Glory to God The Father be! ° 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 18 ] 


@ TUESDAY at LAUDS throughout the year, unlefs other- 
wife direfted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Te Principem Summo. 


H#HOU God! beyond all earthly things 
Doft bid us love Thee, King of Kings! 
Then that our brother cherifhed be, 
In fond affection next to Thee! 





Regard Thy Church from Heaven above, 
Built up on Thine unchanging love, 
Where many, of one heart and mind, 

In Thy One Body are combined— 


Where Faith, and Truth her holy mate, 
On Thee in lovelieft concord wait ; 
Whence envious fpite is banifhed far, 


And vexing ftrife’s unholy war. 


O Fount of Peace! around us twine* 
Thy bands of Charity divine ; 
Teach us our brother’s joys to fhare, 
His burthens and His griefs to bear. 


Eternal Praife and Glory be 

To God, The Eternal One, yet Three ; 
Who doth one mind to brethren give 
Within His Houfe of Peace to live. Amen. 


[ 19 ] 
WEDNESDAY AT MATINS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Rerum Creator omnium. 


qIREATOR of the world! look down, 

@|| Almighty Ruler, from Thy throne ; 

From floth and worldly flumber free 
a| ‘Thy fervants, who repofe in Thee. 





LE eeee)| O Holy Chrift! our prayer receive, 
In pity Te our faults forgive ; 
As we our true confeffion make, 
O hear us for Thy mercy’s fake ! 


Our hearts and hands on high we raife, 
Like as the Prophet of old days 

For help Divine hath bid us plead, 

Or holy Paul in hour of need. 


Our evil deeds to Thee are known, 
To Thee our fecret guilt we own; 
Repentant at Thy feet we pray, 
O purge our fin and fhame away ! 


Lord! Holy Virgin born! to Thee 
Eternal Praife and Glory be; 

With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as eternity fhall lait. Amen. 


After the Purification. 


Moft Gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 20] 


@ WEDNESDAY at MATINS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Miramur O Deus Tue. 


Sz] GOD Supreme! in rapt amaze 






YI] On Thy celeftial works we gaze, 
Xi K| Adorning Heaven’s refulgent height 
: as Am With brilliant orbs of {parkling light. 


The glowing Sun prefides o’er day, 
The Moon o’er Night with paler ray ; 
The ftarry hoft around the pole, 

In glittering ranks refplendent roll. 


But e’en the Sun, the radiant crown 

Of Heaven, doth know his going down ; 
The Moon her certain periods knows, 
The gliftening Stars their ordered clofe. 


They in their circling courfes borne, 
Extinguifh and relight the morn ; 

But Thou doft e’er unchanged remain ; 
Thy years, Thy Truth, can never wane! 


Let then no troubled heart defpair, 
Watched o’er by Thy parental care, 
Which health unfailing fhall fecure, 
And maketh our Salvation fure. 


Supremeft Praife and Glory be 

O God Triune, yet One! to Thee! 

Who in Thy bofom bid’ft us pour 

Our cares and griefs for evermore. Amen. 


[21 ] 


@ WEDNESDAY at LAUDS, from the FIRST SUNDAY 
after the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Nox et tenebre et nubila. 


e@ E glooms of Night! ye clouds and fhade, 
O’er Earth in dim confufion {pread ! 
The Light is here! Behold the dawn! 
Chrift cometh, hafte ye and begone! 





Earth’s dufky veil is rent away, 

Pierced by the fparkling folar ray ; 

Bright hues o’er Nature’s face return, 
Waked by the quickening glance of Morn. 


O Chrift! to Thee our Heavenward gaze, 
With pure and earneft hearts we raife ; 
Now to our prayers and hymns give ear, 
And with Thyfelf our fenfes cheer. 


Our fouls, with cares and fins o’ergrown, 
Are cleanfed by Thy fweet Light alone ; 
Thou Eaftern Star of Heavenly fheen ! 
Illume us with Thine eye ferene ! 


Lord! Holy Virgin born! to Thee 
Eternal Praife and Glory be ; 

With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as eternity fhall laft. Amen. 


[ 22 ] 


@ WEDNESDAY at LAUDS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife direéted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Promittis et fervas datum. 


(eadatesS] HOU Lord! doft promife; firm and fure , 
O God! Thy promifes endure ; 
And we betimes this morning claim 





That pledge, for evermore the fame. 


Man, faithlefs and unftable, breaks 

The covenant which he lightly makes ; 
As doth the broken reed betray 

The hand which feeks its treacherous ftay. 


Bleft! who in Thee alone confides, 
And in Thy fheltering bofom hides ; 
Safe in this ark, when ftorms arife 
He all their wintry rage defies. 


Then let no heart with doubt be torn, 
For Thou by Thine own felf haft {worn ; 
Hope on this firm affurance placed, 

E’en here may joys immortal tafte, 


In fpirit make all Heaven its own, 
Enraptured ftand before the Throne, 

And drink the ftreams, which fair and broad, 
Make glad the City of The Lord. 


O Fount of Grace! for evermore 

We Thee, Bleft Trinity! adore ; 

Our only Hope! Thy fuppliants aid! 

On Thee alone our truit is flayed! Amen. 


[ 23 ] 
THURSDAY AT MATINS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Nox atra rerum Contegit. 


SPJARK Night beneath her fable wings 
4 Conceals the tints of earthly things ; 

: Before Thee, righteous Judge of all, 

#! We contrite in confeffion fall ! 








Let fin no more within us reign, 
O purge away each mental ftain ; 
Thy fovereign grace O Chrift difpenfe, 

To keep us guiltlefs of offence. 


Behold the ftricken confcience mourn, 
By thoughts of fins unpardoned torn ; 
It yearns to quit the darkfome load, 
And turn to Thee, The Saviour God : 


Do Thou difpel our inward gloom, 
With all Thy Light our fouls illume ; 
That fo in peace Thy flock may reft, 
With Thine enlivening prefence bleft. 
Lord! Holy Virgin born! to Thee 
Eternal Praife and Glory be ; 

With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as eternity fhall lait. Amen. 


After the Purification. 
Moft Gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear ; 
Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 24 ] 


@ THURSDAY at MATINS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


lifdem creati fluctibus. 


fereaey HIS Day, behold! the waters bear 
3 kee ] The roving fith, the fowls of air ; 


; All fleeting creatures formed to die, 





* And man’s corporeal wants fupply. 


But other fuftenance muft feed 

The immortal foul’s celeftial need ; 

By God’s own quickening Word it lives, 
And Faith its vital vigour gives. 


Faith, which through Chrift’s prevailing blood 
O’er Earth poured forth a healing flood ; 

And with refiftlefs prowefs won 

The nations to obey The Son. 


To holy hearts its gladfome ray 

To higheft Heaven reveals the way ; 
And ftirs the afpiring foul to claim 
Unfading crowns of deathlefs fame. 


Through it the martyred faints of old, 
The ravening lions’ rage controlled ; 
Tyrants defied, and e’en with {miles 
Gazed at the blazing funeral piles ! 


O’er us, O Lord! Thy radiance fhed, 

While thus our earthly path we tread ; 

Rich fruits of mercy gathering here, 

Our heavenward pilgrimage to cheer! Amen. 


[25 ] 


@ THURSDAY at LAUDS, from the FIRST SUNDAY 
after the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Lux ecce furgit aurea. 


¥4 EHOLD the golden morn arife! 
The paling night forfakes the fkies, 
The mifty fhadows melt away, 
Which led our erring fenfe aftray. 





Outpour Thy gifts, fereneft Light ! 
And make us faultlefs in Thy fight ; 
Ne’er may we utter words of guile, 


Dark thoughts our bofoms ne’er defile. 


So may the day fpeed on ; our tongue 
No falfehood know, our hands no wrong ; 
Our eyes from evil gaze refrain, 


No guilt our guarded bodies ftain. 


Behold! The Allfeeing from on high 
Surveys us with a watchful eye ; 
Each day our every act He knows, 
From early dawn to evening’s clofe. 


Glory to God The Father be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now, and through ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 26] 


@ THURSDAY at LAUDS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Dignas quis O Deus Tibi. 


“iti A'T mortal voice to Thee, O Lord! 

Can due and fitting praife afford ; 

| Whofe beams difpel the fhades of night, 
And bring Salvation’s paths to light ? 






Thy gift is Faith ; Thou doft require 
This all our homage to infpire ; 
This makes our mental errors whole, 


And lifts to higheft Heaven the foul. 


Reft of Thy Spirit, O how vain 

Doth all the pomp of rites remain! 

The pure, though fecret, prayer fhall rife 
A fweeter offering in Thine eyes. 


O then let heart and voice confent 
Their thankful tribute to prefent! 
And Thy Salvation to partake, 

Each mouth of Truth profeffion make. 


Thou! Who canft ne’er the proud endure, 
But lov’ft the fimple and the pure, 

Give to our waning faith increafe, 

And make each rebel thought to ceafe. 


Father! fupremeft Praife to Thee ; 

So to The Son high praifes be, 

In Whofe dear Blood our truft we place; 
Praife to The Spirit of Thy Grace! Amen. 


[ 27] 


FRIDAY AT MATINS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT. 


In Trinitatis Unitas. 


§) HOU Trinity of Unity! 
Great Ruler of the World! To Thee 


We chant our canticles of praife ; 





O liften to our early lays! 


eeed| Now joyful from the couch we rife, 
Though darknefs veils the filent fkies ; 
O make our mental failings whole, 


‘Thou great Phyfician of the foul ! 


If aught of fin this night defiled 

The foul, by Satan’s arts beguiled ; 
Regard from Heaven Thy dwelling-place, 
And cleanfe it by Thy fpecial grace. 


Let purenefs every frame poflefs, 

No laggard floth our hearts opprefs ; 
Nor Sin’s cold leprofy with ill 

The fervour of our fpirits chill. 


Redeemer ! in Thy faving might, 
Illume us with Thy healthful light ; 
That in our walk, from day to day, 
From Thee we never more may ftray. 
Lord! Holy Virgin born! to Thee 
Eternal Praife and Glory be; 

With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as eternity fhall laft. Amen. 


[ 28 ] 
@ FRIDAY at MATINS throughout the year, unlefs other- 


wife direéted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Fam fanius moves opus. 


f GREATER holier work this day, 
Thy wondrous counfels, Lord! difplay ; 


ox a: 
You Which for Thy new-made world prepare 


Sn Chief, to be Thy herald there. 





Thou formeft Man ; with heavenly fire 
Doft from Thy facred mouth infpire 
His frame, and quickened by Thy hand, 
Bid him Thy living image ftand. 


And he o’er ocean’s wide domain, 

O’er all the realms of Earth, fhall reign ; 
Yet mindful of his lot muft be, 

And humbly walk, O God! with Thee! 


But ah! what headftrong pride o’ertakes 
His rebel heart ; ‘Thy yoke he breaks ; 
Infenfate lifts his head on high, 

Vile duft attempts with God to vie! 


O then what forrows deep and dread 
This drear and ruined world o’erfpread ! 
To finners, Chrift! impart Thine aid, 
Or hope from every heart mutt fade ! 


Thee, Father! all Thy creatures laud, 

And Thee, O Son! in vaft accord ; 

To Thee, in Whom we breathe and live, 

Like praife, O Holy Ghoft! we give. Amen. 


[ 29 | 


@ FRIDAY at LAUDS, from the FIRST SUNDAY after the 
OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Eterna Celi Gloria. 


agwon TERNAL Glory of the Heaven! 

f Thou fureft Hope to mortals given ! 
@ Son of the Higheft! God moft bleft ! 
a Pure Offspring of a Virgin chafte ! 





Uplift us with Thine arm of might, 
So may our fouls rife pure and bright ; 
So with the praife of God inflame, 
And fpeak thankfgivings to His Name! 


Refulgent beams the Morning Star, 
And {catters orient light afar ; 

The darknefs of the night departs, 
O Holy Light! ilume our hearts ; 


Within our fenfes ever dwell, 

All worldly darknefs thence expel ; 
And long as days and life endure, 
Preferve our minds devout and pure. 


The Faith of old, by Saints poffeffed, 
Root deep within our inmoft breatt ; 
Let Hope with joy triumphant glow, 
And Charity in fervour grow. 


To God The Father Glory be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now, and through ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 30 ] 


@ FRIDAY at LAUDS throughout the year, unlefs otherwife 
diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Ultricibus nos undique. 


wera HEN Thou, O God! Thine own elect 
¥4 Doft with Thy penal fhafts correét, 
Who but Thyfelf, O gracious Lord ! 
Can comfort to our griefs afford ? 





The world affects to foothe our pain, 
But ah! its boafted falves are vain; 
Mock remedies, which ne’er beftow 
Relief, but aggravate our woe. 


Thy chaftening fcourge howe’er fevere, 
Leaves Hope to mitigate our fear ; 
For all Thou mak’ft us, Lord! endure, 
Shall work of our difeafe the cure. 


The paflions which within us rage, 

And all their rebel pride affuage ; 

Thofe real ills which vex the foul, 

And Chrift! Thou only canft make whole. 


Ah! tarry not! abroad, within, 
Prefs on the fierce aflaults of fin ; 
O be Thy Blood our only ftay, 
Nor leave us to our foes a prey ! 


Thou hear’ ft the voice of our diftrefs, 
Bright Hope returns our path to blefs ! 
Thy Death fhall every terror calm, 

And Death of all its fears difarm ! 

Glory, Great Trinity! to Thee, 

Who Thy beloved chafteneft, be ; 

So of Thy mercies from the heart, 

The memory never fhall depart! Amen. 


[31 ] 


SATURDAY AT MATINS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
P EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Summa Deus clementie. 


gy] REAT God of boundlefs mercy hear y 
Thou Framer of this earthly {phere 1 
One, in eternity of might! 

In Whom the immortal Three unite ! 





O liften to our thankful lays 
Of mingled penitence and praife ; 
And {et our hearts from error free, 


More amply to rejoice in Thee! 


Our reins and hearts in pity heal, 

And with Thy chaftening fires anneal ; 
Gird Thou our loins, each paffion quell, 
And every worldly luft expel. 


Now as our anthems, upward borne, 
Awake the filence of the morn, 

Enrich us with 'Thy gifts of Grace, 

From Heaven Thy blifsful dwelling-place ! 


Moft Gracious Father! grant our prayer! 
Coequal Only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete! 

Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 32 J 


@ SATURDAY at MATINS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife directed.—( Paris Breviary. ) 


Tandem peractis O Deus. 


fT length, O God! Thy work is done, 
§ The Sixth Great Day its courfe hath run: 
4 ‘Thou ftay’ft Thine hand, and fair and meet 
3 Pronouncett Thy new world complete. 






By Thee Thine own Seventh Day is bleft, 
And hallowed to eternal reft ; 

Yet ftill another work of might 

Doth Thy creative hand invite. 


For Thee while all Thy creatures laud, 
And Thee, in emulous accord, 

Extol the Earth, the Seas, the Stars ; 
One finner all that concert mars! 


"Thefe hearts of ftone, O Saviour! break, 
A heart of flefh within us make ; 

That rich in fruits of love, our lays 

May help to {well that hymn of praife! 


Thofe anthems moft Thine ear delight 
When aét and voice in one unite ; 

O ne’er thofe orifons fhall fail, 

But at Thy throne of grace prevail. 


Eternal Praife and Glory be 

To Him, The Triune Deity ; 

Who by His Fiat all things made, 

On Whom the Univerfe is ftayed! Amen. 


hes] 


@ SATURDAY at LAUDS from the FIRST SUNDAY after 
the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Aurora jam fpargit polum. 


OW Morn is o’er the zenith fpread, 
And Day upon the world is fhed ; 

To Earth light’s glittering arrows dart : 
May every evil work depart. 





Night’s phantoms yield unto the Day ; 
May thus the fouls’ guilt melt away ; 
Whate’er of fin the darknefs brought 
To harm us, vanifh into naught. 


That fo the Morning, laft and great, 
Which we in trembling hope await, 

May o’er us dawn ferene and bright, 

As in this anthem we unite ; 

To God The Father Glory be ! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now, and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ SATURDAY at LAUDS throughout the year, unlefs other- 
wife diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Rerum Creator omnium. 


@ THOU by Whom the worlds were made, 
In thefe our toils impart Thine aid ; 

fi Redeem our lives from fin and fhame, 

# And make them worthy of Thy Name! 
D 





| 34] 


Thou only, Lord of Grace and Might! 
Canft make us pleafing in Thy fight ; 
Our Lawgiver, Thy people draw 

To tread the pathways of Thy law! 
What perils here befet our way ! 

Be of our faltering fteps the ftay ; 

That we with furer feet may ftrive, 

And at the wifhed-for goal arrive. 

O happy goal! where cloudlefs peace 
And true repofe fhall never ceafe ! 

And of Thy joys, as from a river, 

Thou mak’ft Thy flock to drink for ever! 
Our fouls, O Holy Trinity! 

Devoutly pant and thirft for Thee! 
Saved by Thy Grace, on us, O Lord! 
Beftow th’ eternal great Reward! Amen. 


@ 4t MATINS on a VIGIL, 
(From an Anglo-Saxon Hymnary.) 


Surgentes ad Te Domine. 

“yO Thee we rife, O Lord of might! 
i In thefe dark hours of filent night ; 
To Thee our vigil due we pay, 

? And our forefathers’ rule obey ; 





The order which to us they told, 
Our heritage from times of old ; 
And keeping thefe our watches meet 


To Thee, Moft Holy Paraclete ! 


[35] 


Bright Compeer of The Father’s throne 
With Chrift! Thy quickening gifts we own; 
In modes unnumbered, Spirit bleft ! 

Who art a My‘ftic King confeffed. 


Thy fervants, frail in flefh, behold, 
Whom once that fubtle Fiend of old 
Did by his artful wiles deceive, 

And with Thy hallowing grace relieve. 


May no polluting guilt enflave 

The flock beftowed on Thee, to fave ; 

Which Thou haft deigned, O Chrift The Good! 
To ranfom with Thy precious Blood. 


Good Shepherd! ever kindly keep 
From every ill Thy wandering fheep ; 
And on the fhoulders of Thy love, 

O bear them to Thy Courts above ! 


O’erthrown and wounded before Thee, 
Far let the Prince of Demons flee ; 
And from his ravening jaws, the prey 
With conquering prowefs, rend away. 


To Chrift The Lord be joyful praife, 
Let Angel choirs the anthem raife, 

All voices chant in mighty laud, 

Thrice Holy ! to The Eternal God! 
Glory to Thee! Almighty One! 

So let The Father with The Son 

And Holy Ghoft exalted be, 

With threefold praife eternally. Amen. 





[ 36 ] 


AT TERCE 
@ Throughout the year. The Daily Hymn. 


Nunc Sanéte nobis Spiritus. 


=a OME, Holy Ghoft! Who ever One 
| Art, with The Father and the Son, 
E’en now Thine influence {weet inftil, 


: »| And deign our bofoms to fulfil. 





Bp a May lips, tongue, mind, ftrength, fenfe, 
The oe of the Eternal Name ; [proclaim 
The fire of Love its fame impart, 

To kindle every human heart. 


Moft Gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


@ At TERCE throughout the year, unlefs otherwife 
diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


O Fous Amoris Spiritus. 


<—q| FOUNT of Love! Thou Spirit blett ! 
4) Thou fource of all that’s pure and beft ! 
E’en now our inmoft fouls infpire, 


And lighten with celettial fire ! 





137 4 


Whofe bond of Charity in One 
Unites The Father with The Son; 
Knit too our hearts to Thee, we pray, 
In bands of mutual peace for aye! 


To God The Father Glory be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now, and through ages infinite! Amen. 





A eS 
@ Throughout the year. The Daily Hymn. 


Rector Potens! Verus Deus. 


8 LMIGHTY Ruler! God of Truth! 
Who guid’ft the changing fcenes of 
Day, 

| With golden beams illuming Morn, 

And kindling Noon with fiery ray ; 





O quench the baneful flames of ftrife, 
Bid every hurtful paffion ceafe, 
Vouchfafe unto our bodies health, 
And keep our hearts in perfect peace. 
Moft Gracious Father! grant our prayer! 
And Thou Coequal Only Son! 
Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign through eternal ages, One! Amen. 


[ 38 | 


@ At SEXT throughout the year, unlefs otherwife direlted.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Fam Solis excelfum Fubar. 


si] EHOLD! The radiant Sun on high 
4 With noontide fplendour decks the fky ; 
# Expands his golden vet, and flings 
i Bright fhafts o’er all created things. 





O Chrift! our truer Sun, illume 
With healing rays our earthly gloom ; 
And caufe our Charity to grow, 

Till it like perfect day fhall glow. 


To God The Father Glory be! 
Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee 
And to The Spirit Paraclete, 


Now, and through ages infinite! Amen. 


Q At SEXT, according to an Anglo-Saxon Hymnary. 


WRAY we at this the Noontide Hour, 
Befeeching Chrift’s Almighty Power, 
4 ‘That He would bid us to the Food 
2 Of His Moft Holy Flefh and Blood. 





May worthily His praife be fung 
By every nation, clime, and tongue, 
Who, o’er all worlds fole monarch crowned, 


Reigns in the higheft Heavens enthroned. 


[ 39] 


Now be His aid on us conferred, 
By wondrous Angels miniftered ; 
And may they ever guard us well, 
Long as in life on Earth we dwell. 


Glory to Thee Great Trinity ! 

One and Coequal Deity ! 

Before all worlds began to be, 

And now and everlaftingly. Amen. 





NEY NONE 
@ Throughout the year. The Daily Hymn. 


Rerum Deus tenax Vigor. 


Za GOD! of all the ftrength and ftay, 
% = Who doft Thyfelf unmoved abide, 
| And all the changing fcenes of Day 
In their ordained fucceffion guide. 










£O ; : 

Oi c3: Thy light upon our evening pour, 
So may our life no funfet fee, 

But death to us an holy door 


To everlafting Glory be. 


O Father! we thefe gifts intreat, 
And Thou Coequal, Only Son! 
Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign through eternal ages, One! Amen. 


[ 40 | 


@ At NONE throughout the year, unlefs otherwife direéed. 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Labente jam Solis rota. 


fp eeee HE Sun hath downward turned his way, 
And unto eve declines the day ; 

So life with quickening courfe defcends, 

S And towards its fixed conclufion tends. 





Nailed to the Crofs, Thine arms of Grace 
O Chrift! the ranfomed world embrace ; 
Grant us to love that Crofs of Thine, 
And die in that embrace divine ! 


To God The Father Glory be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee, 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 





[ 41 ] 
SUNDAYS AND WEEKDAYS AT 
ViOPERS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT, and from TRINITY SUNDAY 
to ADVENT. 


Lucis Creator optime. 





am aA|REATOR of The Light, Supreme ! 

<7! Bright Parent of the morning beam ! 

Who when the Dayfpring had its 
birth 

4) Didit lay the pillars of the Earth ; 


Who, blending Morn with Evening grey, 
Haft in Thy wifdom named them Day ; 
Now o’er the world night’s fhadows fall, 
O hearken to Thy fuppliants’ call ! 


Let not Thy flock, by fin oppreffed, 
Lofe Thy reward of endlefs reft ; 
Nor e’er with earthly lures befet, 
Thee and eternity forget. 


O may our cry to Heaven afcend! 
Give us the life that hath no end! 
From peril all our path fecure, 

And make our hearts devout and pure ! 


Moft Gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete 

Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 42 ] 


@ SUNDAY at VESPERS throughout the year, unlefs other- 
wife direéted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


O luce Qui mortalibus. 


GOD! enfhrined in Heavenly might 

Beyond the ken of mortal fight; [quail, 

yi Where, awed, e’en faints before Thee 
f} And Angel hofts their faces veil ; 





While thefe noéturnal glooms profound 
Thy fervants here on Earth furround, 
May beams from Thine eternal Day, 
Chafe all our worldly night away. 


Day with celeftial {plendours fair ! 
Which now for us Thou doft prepare ; 
And faintly fhadoweth here below, 
The flaming Sun’s meridian glow. 


Thou lingereft! Ah! Thou golden dawn! 
Thou lingereft! long-expeéted Morn! 
When, quit of this encumbering clay, 
Shall we behold that wifhed-for Day ? 


Then clogged by flefhly bands no more, 
The foul, O God! to Thee fhall foar ; 
Before Thy blifsful Vifion bend, 

And love and ferve Thee without end! 


Great Trinity ! Thou Source of Grace, 

O fit us for that happy place ; 

This brief and mifty twilight clear, 

And make Thine endlefs Day appear! Amen. 





[ 43 | 


AT COMPLINE 


@ Throughout the year, SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS, ex- 
cept in DOUBLE FEASTS and from the beginning of 
LENT to the morrow of HOLY TRINITY. 


Te lucis ante terminum. 





aa 10 Thee before the clofe of day, 
h 4| Creator of the world, we pray ; 
With all Thy wonted clemency 
Our Princely Guard and Keeper be. 


LE a4) Far may unholy vifions fly, 
No ae of darknefs venture nigh ; 
Do Thou repel the infernal foe, 
And peace and purity beftow. 


Almighty Father! hear our cry, 

Through Jefus Chrift our Lord Moft High ; 
Who, with The Holy Ghoft and Thee, 
Doth reign throughout eternity! Amen. 


@ 4t COMPLINE throughout the year on SUNDAYS and 
WEEKDAYS, unlefs otherwife dire&ed. —( Paris 
Breviary.) 


Grates peratto jam die. 


/| UR thanks for this completed day, 
H O God! to Thee we meekly pay ; 





And as the glooms of night defcend, 
Before Thy footftool {uppliant bend. 


[ 44 ] 


Thy pardon for the day’s offence, 

To us Thy penitents difpente ; 

And while our eyes to flumber yield, 
Thy flock from harmful weapons fhield. 


For Satan round our earthly home 

Doth as a ravening Jion roam-; 

From him, beneath Thy fheltering wings, 
Proteét Thy fervants, King of Kings! 


O when fhall that bright morn appear, 
Which hath no eve, our hearts to cheer ! 
O when that home, thofe peaceful bowers 
Which know no grief, no foe, be ours! 


Glory to God The Father be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 





[45 | 


MONDAY AT VESPERS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 


EPIPHANY to LENT, 


Immenfe Cel Conditor. 


BYJREATOR of the Heavens! Whofe 
arm 

Primeval Chaos thus to calm, 

In twain the weltering waters rent, 
And parted by the Firmament ; 





In upper air the vapours placed, 

With flowing ftreams the land{cape graced, 
That moifture might the heat afluage, 
And Earth abide from age to age ; 


In mercy now to every heart 
Thine own unfailing grace impart ; 
Left fins of old returning, e’er 
Regain their former empire there. 


Let Faith, with living radiance bright, 
Diffufe abroad celeftial light, 

All vain and worldly joys difplace, 
And vanquifh all that’s falfe and bafe. 


Moft Gracious Father! grant our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear! 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 

Reign throughout ages infinite. Amen. 


[46] 
@ MondDarY at VESPERS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife direcéted.—( Paris Breviary.) 
Faltamur heu! quot fluGibus. 


#|OST on the wave, by tempefts driven, 
On us fhines Hope alone from Heaven ; 
We thither lift our wiftful eyes, 





And heave our deep and anxious fighs. 


Thou, Father! doft our vows befriend, 
And Thine Almighty Arm extend ; 

As on Thy powerful aid we reft, 

Our fainting fouls arife refrefhed. 


The ills which now Thy flock endure 
Tshou fhalt with fovereign mercy cure ; 
From Egypt’s bondage fet us free, 

And foon our ftern Avenger be. 


Then our frail flefh, with luftre, Thou 
Shalt from Thy radiant Flefh endow ; 
And make Thy Glory to appear, 


Reward of all our labours here. 


O happy toil! O labour light 

Which {uch celeftial gifts requite ! 
Who, Thine immortal joys to fhare, 
But would this fhort-lived forrow bear ? 


Praife to The Father and The Son! 
Like Honour, Holy Ghoft! be done 
Uniting All in One, to Thee, 

O God! throughout Eternity! Amen. 


[ 47 ] 


HOE SDAY oA LoVESPERS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Telluris ingens Conditor ! 


yy HOU Framer of this earthly Sphere ! 
fo Whole Fiat made the land appear ; 

FP ; Th’ encumbering waters drove afide, 
V4 And fixed the ground unmoved to 
abide ; 





That fo the foil might herbage yield 
And flow’rets fair to deck the field, 
And golden fruit and harvefts bear, 
And pleafant food for man prepare ; 


The wounds of fin which parch the foul, 
With Thy refrefhing grace make whole ; 
From guilt and fhame our hearts releafe, 

And calm our paffions into peace ; 


Teach us Thy holy will to obey, 
To turn from every evil way ; 

That we Thy flock from peril freed 
May on Thy choiceft bounties feed ! 


Moft gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 48 ] 


@ TUESDAY at VESPERS throughout the year, unlefs 


otherwife diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


O quam juvat fratres Deus. 





par], GOD! what joys around are fhed, 

AW] When Chrift our One and living Head, 
y A| Who vital ftrength to all imparts, 
'Ax4\ Doth with one fpirit move our hearts. 


How {weet to fing in thankful lays 
Together in one houfe His praife ; 
On Heaven, as with a hoft of prayer, 
A welcome violence to dare. 


Let each in this fair home delight, 
Here in fraternal peace unite ; 

O woe to him who will not fear 
To fcatter feeds of difcord here ! 


For lofs fhall unto him be gain, 

Who doth the love of Chrift retain ; 
His warfare earns the victor’s crown, 
His trials profit while they frown. 


Grant, bleffed Trinity! that we 

In mutual love may worfhip Thee ; 

Help to each other here afford, 

Then reign together with The Lord! Amen. 


[ 49 ] 


WEDNESDAY AT VESPERS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY, to LENT. 


Cak Deus San&iffime. 





ee |OST Holy God! The Lord of Heaven! 
4881 Who this Thy glorious light haft 
given, 
To deck with glowing tints on high 
4) The fhining zenith of the fky ; 


The Fourth great Day, Who bright and clear 
Didift form the Sun’s refulgent {phere ; 

And with the changing Moon ordain 

The courfes of the ftarry train ; 


Thereby of darknefs and of light 
To fix the boundaries aright, 

And give each month a noted Sign 
To mark its origin divine ; 


With all Thy light our fouls illume, 

O chafe away our mental gloom! 

From error’s chain our hearts releafe, 
And give the burthened confcience peace. 


Moft Gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal Only Son! give ear; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 50 | 


@ WEDNESDAY at VESPERS throughout the year, unlefs 


otherwife direfted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Forres fuperbos nec tuam. 


HOU doft, O God! the proud o’erthrow, 
Thine honour on none elfe beftow ; 
O let not man with impious aim 
Prefume Thine attributes to claim ! 





Thy Grace fhall ne’er its genial dews 

O’er hard and thanklefs hearts diffufe ; 

As withered grafs, without Thine aid, 
Parched by the fcorching drought they fade. 


But, e’en as fervants gazing ftand 
Intent upon their Mafter’s hand, 
We anxious fix our waiting eyes, 
Where high the Heavenly Mountains rife. 


And if on this our toilfome way, 
Thou doft Thy promifed help delay ; 
Hope as an anchor, true and fure, 
Shall every faltering heart fecure. 


Father! Supremeft praife to Thee ! 

To Thee, The Son! like homage be; 

Who God 'The Holy Ghoft imparts, 

The pledge of Glory, to our hearts! Amen. 


[51] 


PERS DAY ATV ESPERS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Magne Deus Potentie. 





= LMIGHTY God! whofe fovereign 
q sill 

4 Bade living forms the waters fill ; 

To part ailigned a dwelling there, 

4 And part uplifted into air ; 


O’er fome outfpread the feas; the reft 
With dew and rain from Heaven refrefhed ; 
So from one mighty Parent born, 

Each its own ftation might adorn ; 


O grant! that in the cleanfing flood 
Baptized of Thine atoning Blood, 

We, fet from death and forrow free, 
Henceforth may not depart from Thee! 


O ne’er may crime the confcience grieve, 
Nor pride the uplifted foul deceive ; 
The contrite keep Thou from defpair ; 
The proud from endlefs ruin {pare ! 


Kind Father! hear from Heaven on high, 
Coequal Only Son! our cry ; 

And Thou, Bleft Spirit Paraclete! 

Who reign through ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 52 | 


@ TuHuRSDAY at VESPERS throughout the, year, unle/s 
otherwife diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


O Fortis O clemens Deus. 


SX GOD of Mercy! God of Might! 
#4 Unfailing Source of health and light! 
fi True Faith to all Thy people grant, 
"And deep within our hearts implant. 






This, this fhall give us ftrength and life, 
This arm us for the ghoftly ftrife ; 

This buckler fhall protect us well, 

And quench the fiery fhafts of Hell. 


O’erfhadowed by Thy Sacred Name, 

In Faith our prayers Thy promife claim ; 
Whereon our only hope relies, 

Sole pledge of life beyond the tkies! 


E’en now, for that Name’s fake, O Lord ! 
Help to our fainting fouls afford ; 

Nor let a life depraved and vain 

A Faith fo pure and holy ftain ! 


Praife we The Father, Praife ‘The Son, 

Like Honour, Holy Ghoft! be done 

To Him Who facred Truth imparts 

To illume the darknefs of our hearts! Amen. 


[53 ] 


PRIDAY “AT VESPERS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Plafmator hominis Deus. 


~— REATOR! Who from Heaven Thy 
Throne 

aa] Ordaineft all things, God alone ! 

% By whofe decree the teeming Earth 







{| To reptile and to beaft gave birth ; 


Who mighty brutes, at Thy beheft 
Of life and energy poffeffed, 

Haft given to man; in turn to pay 
Obedience to his mafter fway ; 


Forgive Thy fervants, gracious Lord! 
Each finful thought and aét and word, 
Which confcience may have e’er defiled, 
Or hath in aught our fteps beguiled, 


Diffufe Thy joy through every heart, 
Thy kind and bounteous grace impart ; 
From guilty ftrife Thy flock releafe, 
Make faft the gentle bands of Peace ! 


Moft Gracious Father! hear our prayer ; 
Coequal only Son! give ear ; 

Who with Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 
Reign throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


[ 54] 


@ Fripar at VESPERS throughout the year, unlefs other- 
wife diretted.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Lugeti Pacis Angeli. 


my NGELS of Peace! ye Seraphs mourn ! 
7 God deigns a mortal to be born ; 
1°The form of finful man He wears, 

2 And all our guilt and forrow bears. 






O miracle of Love and Grace ! 

O blindnefs of our fallen race! 

The Lord of Innocence is flain ; 
Shall finners of their griefs complain f 


O Chrift! Thy Crofs and wounds and fhame 
Retrieved us from the quenchlefs flame ; 
Confume, afflict us, here below, 

But fave us from eternal woe ! 


Though flefh againft God’s will rebel, 
Yet fix it in our hearts to dwell; 

And give us ftrength to keep the road 
Which Thy dear feet, O Jefu! trode. 


Healed by Thy wounds, and in the flood 
Baptized, of Thine all-cleanfing Blood, 
Grant that our hateful fins may ne’er 
For Thee anew the Crofs prepare ! 


To God, Who gave His Only Son, 

To Him, The Vi&tim, laud be done ; 
Like praife, O Holy Ghoft! to Thee 
Enkindling that pure Altar, be! Amen. 


[55 J 
SACRU RDA. AL VESPERS, 


@ From the FIRST SUNDAY after the OCTAVE of the 
EPIPHANY to LENT. 


Deus Creator omnium. 


=] AKER of all things! God Moft High! 
3, Great Ruler of the ftarry tky! 

Who, robing day with beauteous light, 
Haft clothed in foft repofe the Night, 





=| That fleep may wearied limbs reftore, 
And fit for toil and ufe once more ; 

May gently foothe the careworn breaft, 

And lull our anxious griefs to reft ; 


We thank Thee for the day that’s gone, 
We pray Thee now the night comes on ; 
O help us finners as we raife 

To Thee our votive hymn of praife! 


To Thee our hearts their mufic bring, 
Thee our united voices fing, 

To Thee our rapt affections foar, 
And Thee our chaftened fouls adore. 


So when the parting beams of day 

In evening’s fhadow fade away, 

Let Faith no wildering darknefs know 
But night with Faith effulgent glow. 


O fleeplefs ever keep the mind! 
But guilt in lafting flumber bind ; 
Let Faith our purity renew, 

And temper fleep’s lethargic dew. 


[ 56 | 


From every carnal paflion free, 

O may our hearts repofe in Thee ; 
Nor envious fiead with harmful fnare, 
Our reft with finful terrors {care ! 


Chrift with The Father ever One! 

Spirit! of Father and of Son, 

God over all, of mighty fway, 

Shield us Great Trinity! we pray. Amen. 


@ SATURDAY at VESPERS, from the MORROW of THE 
HOLY TRINITY to ADVENT. 


O Lux! Beata Trinitas! 
vq) LIGHT! O Trinity Moft Bleit! 
YY] Chief Unity ! Supreme and Bett ! 
H’en as the fiery Sun departs, 
Outpour Thy beams upon our hearts ! 





Thee with our hymns at dawn we praife, 
To Thee the evening prayer we raife ; 
And Thou our glorious theme fhalt be, 
Adored throughout eternity ! 


Now darknefs cometh, Lord, do Thou 

A night of quiet reft beftow ; 

When morning breaks, from Heaven Thy throne, 
On us moft gracioufly look down. 


O Chrift! the chains of fin unbind, 
From all defilement cleanfe the mind, 
From guilt that’s paft our fouls relieve, 
And all our evil deeds forgive ! 


7s 


We pray Thee hear Thy fuppliants’ call, 
O help us, Saviour! ere we fall; 

Chrift Jefu! King of boundlefs might ! 
Shield us from every ill this night! 


To God The Father Glory be! 
Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee; 
And to The Spirit Paraclete, 
Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 
@ SATURDAY at VESPERS throughout the year, unlefs 
otherwife diretted—( Paris Breviary.) 
Supreme motor cordium. 
@HOU Ruler of the human heart ! 
Who doft Thy hallowed gifts impart, 
And from Creation’s hour, endue 
The juft with graces ever new ; 





Faith, Hope and Charity appear 
In one {weet bond united here ; 
But Charity, when life is o’er, 
Alone abides for evermore. 


Thou Charity ! Great Verity ! 
Eternal Light ! O when fhall we 
Thefe vexing toils and troubles paft 
Enjoy Thy Sabbath reft at laft ? 


Midft many a trial, many a woe, 

We here the feeds of Glory fow ; 
But in our hands in triumph there 
Shall foon a glorious harveft bear. 


Triune, Almighty God! increafe 

In us the fruits of love and peace ; 

Hereafter Thou, Juft Judge! in Heaven 

Shalt crown the gifts Thyfelf haft given! Amen. 


[ 58] 
@ For SATURDAY EVENING. 


O quanta qualia funt illa Sabbata. 


SN: HOW fair and how great 

 & Mutt thofe {weet Sabbaths be, 
y M4] Which ever celebrate 
ANA: Heaven’s joyful company ! 
What sh the wearied find ! 

What crowns the victors gain ! 
When o’er all things fupreme, 

God all in all fhall reign! 





What King! what Court is there! 
How vatt that Palace is; 

What peace, what reft from care, 
How {weet thofe folaces ! 

Oft would its citizens 
Tell of that high eftate, 

If their blifs unto us 
Words could communicate. 


The true Jerufalem 
Is on that happy fhore ; 
Whole peace hath no alloy, 
Whole joys laft evermore ; 
Where the glad fpirit freed 
Naught fhall e’er want again, 
Yet lefs than all its need 
Ne’er fhall the wifh attain! 


There fhall be loft in blifs 
Troubles and miferies ; 
There the faints ever chant 
Syon’s {weet melodies ; 


[ 59 ] 


And devout thanks for aye 
For Thy kind clemency, 
Lord, Thy redeemed fhall pay 

Joyfully unto Thee. 


Sabbaths fhall not to new 
Sabbaths there pafs away ; 
Ceafelefs the hymns be 
Of them that keep holyday ; 
Ne’er fhall thofe ftrains of joy 
Clofe their foft harmony, 
Which we and Angels fhall 
Sing everlaftingly. 
O let us raife from Earth 
Each thought above the fkies, 
Seeking with eager feet 
Reft in that Paradife ; 
So to Jerufalem, 
Prom long captivity, 
Homeward from Babylon 
Hafting triumphantly! Amen 
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AT MATINS, 
@ Ox SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS throughout ADVENT, 


Verbum Supernum prodiens. 

UPERNAL Word! Thou Effuence 
bright ! 

4 ‘Thou Offspring of The Father’s might! 
» | Who, Saviour, on the world arofe, 

VF, _ When Time was verging to its clofe ; 





[ 6x ] 


Our bofoms with Thy beams illume, 
And with Thy kindling love confume, 
That when Thy fummons dread we hear, 
Guilt be no longer harboured there. 


So when, our Judge, with piercing eyes, 
Thou deeds and hearts fhalt {crutinize ; 
With vengeance {mite each fecret foe, 
And kingdoms on the juft beftow ; 


Oh may we not, {till unforgiven, 

With finners from Thy face be driven ; 
But with the Saints in Thy domain 
Eternal purity attain! 


Laud, Honour, Virtue, Glory, be 
To God The Father; Son! to Thee; 
And to The Holy Paraclete, 


Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ 4¢ MATINS on SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS throughout 
ADVENT.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Inftantis Adventum Dei. 


O hafte Thine Advent from the {kies, 
O God! our fervent vows arife ; 
We would with fong and welcome meet 





Thy gifts of promifed mercy greet 


The Eternal Word doth flefh affume, 
Doth not abhor the Virgin’s womb ; 
Becomes Himfelf a lowly flave, 

From bondage His redeemed to fave. 


[ 62 ] 


He cometh; merciful and meek 

O Syon! hafte, Thy Lord to feek ; 
With heart no more obdurate, ceafe 

To {purn, uncared, His proffered Peace. 


For throned in clouds, with afpect ftern, 
He foon fhall, Judge of Earth, return ; 
And His true members through the air 
Aloft to Heaven in triumph bear. 


Difperfe our fins, the brood of night, 
O Chriit! with Thine advancing light ; 
And as the old Adam hence departs, 
Form Thou the new within our hearts ! 


To Him Who came His own to free, 
The Eternal Son, all Honour be ; 
With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall lait! Amen. 


@ At LAUDS on SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS throughout 
ADVENT. 


Vox clara ecce intonat. 


ARK! what a thrilling voice invades 
With piercing found thefe earthly fhades ; 

j Let flumber far away be driven, [ Heaven. 

Chrift in His might fhines forth from 






Now let each torpid foul arife, 

Which funk in guilt and wounded lies ; 
The new-rifen Star, with healing ray, 
Shall chafe difeafe and fin away. 


[ 63 ] 


The Lamb with meflages of peace 
To guilty captives brings releafe ; 

O for this boon let every voice 

With mingling fongs and tears rejoice ! 


So when again His Light fhines clear, 
And trembling Earth is girt with fear, 
May He our guilt from vengeance {pare, 
And fhield us with His kindly care. 


Laud, Honour, Virtue, Glory, be 

To God The Father ; Son! to Thee; 
And to The Holy Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ dt LAUDS throughout ADVENT.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Fordanis ecce previa. 


e7\H, hark! through Jordan’s echoing bounds 
The Baptift’s warning voice refounds ; 
Before the herald’s mighty cry 

ES! Let floth and liftlefs lumber fly ! 






Their Maker’s Advent, man to free, 
Expectant Earth and Air and Sea, 
E’en now with confcious joy elate, 
In longing ecftacy await. 


Cleanfe we our hearts with reverent care, 
Our God to meet, His way prepare ; 
And make each {wept and garnifhed breatt 
Fit fojourn for the Royal Guett. 


[ 64 | 


Thee, bleffed Jefu! Thee alone, 

Our Strength and Comforter we own ; 
Frail man without Thy cheering aid 
E’en as the withered herb mutt fade. 


Now to the fick Thy faving hand 
Extend, and bid the proftrate ftand ; 
Reveal Thy Face, our hearts illume, 

And Earth fhall {mile with vernal bloom ! 


To Him Who came His own to free, 
The Eternal Son, all Honour be ; 
With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 





AT VESPERS, 
@ In ADVENT up to the NATIVITY. 
Conditor Alme fiderum. 
2H] HOU Framer of the ftarry Heaven! 
Eternal Light to mortals given! 
O Chrift! The World’s Redeemer 
dear, 
In mercy our petitions hear ! 





Who, grieving for the fatal curfe 
Which doomed to death the Univerfe, 
Didft bid Thy dying creatures live, 
And pardon to the guilty give. 


[ 65 ] 


Earth waned unto her evening hour, 
When Thou, a Bridegroom from his bower, 
Thy Virgin Mother’s fpotlefs fhrine, 
Cam’ft forth in dignity Divine. 

To whofe Almighty Majefty 

All things created bend the knee, 

The realms of Heaven and Earth obey, 
And own, content, Thy fovereign {way ; 
The Sun, which finks each eve to reft, 
The Moon in pallid luftre dreft ; 

And glittering Stars, which faithful move 
In their appointed paths above. 

O Holy Chrift! we pray Thee hear! 
Who fhalt The Judge of men appear ; 
And while on Earth in time we dwell, 
Protect us from the affaults of Hell! 
Laud, Honour, Virtue, Glory, be 

To God The Father; Son! to Thee ; 
And to The Holy Paraciete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ At VESPERS on SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS in 
ADVENT.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Statuta decreta Deo. 
s%1 HE times of old by God decreed 
At length to their fulfilment {peed ; 
¥ And, fruit of thoufand wiftful years, 
" In Heaven the dawn of Day appears. 
F 





[ 66 ] 


Led by their father’s crime aftray, 
Forlorn his wretched offspring lay ; 
O’er man, who fate in grief aghatt, 


Black Death its fearful fhadow catt. 


He, by the fecond death detained, 
To everlafting fires ordained, 
Awaited in defpairing gloom 
The Judge’s juft and awful doom. 


Ah! who his ruin can repair, 
Or help that fatal lofs to bear ; 
To thofe deep forrows, ere he die, 
What hand a healing falve apply ? 


Thou Chrift! and Thou O Chrif ! alone, 
O God! defcending from ‘Thy throne, 
Couldit to Thy fallen child once more 


His form and comelinefs reftore. 


Rain down ye Heavens The Mighty Son! 
Ye fkies! fhed forth The Righteous One! 
And from thy teeming womb, O Earth! 
Give to the world’s Salvation birth! 


High Praifes evermore to Thee, 

The Father’s Word made Flefh! fhall be; 

So to The Father, and no lefs 

We, Holy Ghoft! to Thee addrefs!] Amen. 
@ At CompPLinE throughout ADVENT. — (Paris 

Breviary.) 

In noétis umbra defides. 
mq N fhadowy night, whilft downy fleep 
In flumber doth the fenfes fteep, 
To Thee O God! our hearts awake 
Their loyal afpirations make. 





[ 67 | 


Defire of nations! Heavenly Word! 
The world’s Salvation! Mighty Lord ! 
O hear our penitential fighs ! 

And bid our fallen fouls arife. 


Redeemer come! and burft the chain 
Which doth on earth Thy flock detain ; 
And, clofed by Adam’s crime of old, 
To us the gates of Heaven unfold! 


To Him Who came His own to free, 
The Eternal Son, all praifes be ; 
With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


@ 4t VESPERS the LAST WEEK in ADVENT. 


Veni, Vent, Emmanuel. 


COME! Come Thou Emmanuel! 
Redeem Thy captive Ifrael, 

H| Who fad and exiled and forlorn, 

’Ax4| Doth her long abfent Saviour mourn ; 
Joy! Joy! now fhall Emmanuel 
Be born for thee, O Hrael ! 





Come, Branch of Jeffe! and bring reft 

Unto the prifoners and oppreffed ; 

From Hell’s abyfs, and lurid fhore, 

And from the gulf, Thine own reftore! 
Joy! Joy ! now fhall Emmanuel 
Be born for Thee, O Ifrael ! 


[ 68 ] 


Come Orient! come! ferene and clear, 
Our fpirits by thine Advent cheer ; 
The gloomy fhades of night difperfe, 
And heal the dark primeval curfe ; 
Joy! Joy! now fhall Emmanuel 
Be born for thee, O Ifrael ! 


Come Key of David! and in might 
Unclofe the heavenly realms of light ; 
Our path unto the fkies make plain, 
And fhut the gates of Death’s domain 
Joy ! Joy! now fhall Emmanuel 
Be born for thee, O Ifrael ! 


O come, come now, Adonai! 
Who to Thy flock in Sinai 
Didft erft Thy Law in clouds of flame, 
And Glorious Majefty proclaim ; 
Joy! Joy! now fhall Emmanuel 
Be born for Thee, O [frael ! 


























AT MATINS, 
@ in THE NATIVITY of the LORD, and in the 
VIGIL of the EPIPHANY at MATINS. 
Chrifte Redemptor omnium. 


B CHRIST ! Redeemer of the world, 
J Son of the Father! Only One! 

| Begotten all ineffably, 

Alone! ere being had begun! 





e mie Thou Light! The Father’s Brightnefs 
Unfailing Hope of all the Earth! [Thou ! 
O hear the prayers Thy fervants now 

To Thee throughout the world pour forth! 


[ 70 ] 


Remember, Author of our health ! 
_ That hour when erft in ages gone, 
Born of a Virgin undefiled, 


Thou didft our mortal form put on ; 


For in this happy day we own 
Recurring in the circling year, 

Thy Miffion from Thy Father’s throne, 
Alone, the ranfomed world to cheer ! 


And now the Earth and Seas and Sky, 
All things that in them move and live, 

To Him Who fent Thee from on high, 
Melodious praife exulting give. 


And we, who in 'Thy Blood new born 
Have wafhed our finful ftains away, 
Exulting in Thy Natal Morn, 
Pour forth a new and feftal lay. 


All Glory, Gracious Lord! to Thee 
Born of a Virgin ever pure ; 

Father and Holy Ghott fhall be 
While ages infinite endure! Amen. 


@ 4t MATINS on CHRISTMAS DAY.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 


Fam definant fufpiria, 

ALMED be our griefs, huthed every figh, 
For God hath heard our vows on high ; 
Heaven’s gates expand, and man to cheer, 
Behold our promifed Peace appear ! 





[2s | 


Far echoing through the vault of night, 
Celeftial choirs their fongs unite ; 

Right joyous are their feftal ftrains : 

«A God is born! on Earth He reigns!” 


E’en now as to His hallowed bed 
Their path the wakeful fhepherds tread, 
Speed we, with falutation meet, 

His chafte Nativity to greet. 


And O behold! what marvel lies 
Difplayed before our ravifhed eyes ; 
The Straw, the Crib, the Mother mild, 
The fwathing bands, The Infant Child ! 


Art Thou The Chrift? The Mighty Son, 
The Brightnefs of The Eternal One ? 
Who Earth’s expanfe of Sea and Land 
Bears in the hollow of His Hand ? 


’Tis thus ; for Faith can pierce the cloud 
Wherewith Thou doft Thy prefence fhroud ; 
Proftrate, with Angels evermore, 

I gaze, I tremble, and adore ! 


What precepts from that lowly chair 
Thou, filent Teacher! doft declare ! 
The world’s allurements to refufe, 
And all that flefh rejects, to choofe. 


Implant Thy love in every breatt, 

Calm all our paffions into reft, 

O Child Divine! this Holy Morn 

Now in our very hearts be born! Amen. 


[ 72 ] 


@ At Laups on the Dar of THE NATIVITY and on 
the SIXTH DAY s on the FEAST of THE CIR- 
CUMCISION at VESPERS aud LAUDS 5 and at 
VESPERS on the VIGIL of the EPIPHANY. 


A Solis ortus cardine. 


sme ROM climes which fee the Sun arife, 
To where Earth’s utmoft border lies, 






= $s Chrift, our Redeemer, let us fing, 
RSLS Of Mary Virgin born a King ! 


Bleft Maker of all worlds! He came 
Clad in a lowly fervant’s frame ; 

By His own Flefh all flefh to fave, 
And freedom to His creatures gave. 


Celeftial graces bright illume 

That chafteft Mother’s holy womb ; 
She bears a Son, the Maiden mild, 
By earthly contaét undefiled. 


Her modeft breafts’ unftained abode 
Becomes the Temple of Her God ; 
Inviolate, by Man unknown, 

She by a Word conceived the Son ! 


That wondrous Child fhe brings to birth 
Whom Gabriel announced on Earth ; 
Whom John while yet unborn adored, 
And owned His Maker and His Lord. 


The lowly couch of ftraw He bore, 
The manger He did not abhor, 

A little milk His infant fare 

Who feedeth e’en each bird of air! 


[73] 


Lo! the celeftial choir rejoice ; 

Angels exalt to God their voice ; 

To fhepherds now revealed appears 
Their Shepherd, Framer of the Spheres ! 


Lord! Holy Virgin born! to Thee 
Unceafing Praife and Glory be ; 

With Father and with Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


@ At MATINS on the OCTAVE of THE NATIVITY.— 


(From the Anglo-Saxon. Hymnaries. ) 


Audi Redemptor gentium. 





EDEEMER of the nations! hear 
fF] The Glory of Thy Natal Morn; 
( Thou Who in Bethlehem didft appear 
GS: From God, of Mary Virgin born! 


Chrift! Lord of Virtues! Man no part 
In Thy myfterious birth can boatt ; 
One in Divinity Thou art, 
And Fellow with the Holy Ghoft! 


Thy powers the Univerfe reftore, 
Deliver all who truft in Thee ; 
And mighty in the ghoftly war 
Us finners from deftruétion free ! 


[ 74 ] 


Thee born of God, a God we view, 
In that corporeal frame enfhrined ; 

And like to God, the Manhood true 
In wondrous myftery combined. 


Now {faints in humble faith adore, 
And Angels worfhip in amaze, 

Born of a body chafte and pure, 
The Shepherd of great Judah’s race ! 


Light on the loft by Thee is poured, 
True branch of Jefle’s anceftry ! 
By carnal taint unfullied, Lord! 
Thou art what Thou haft willed to be! 


O Joy of this Thy Natal Day! 

Thee Man, yet born of God, we own ; 
Enthroned in Thy paternal fway 

Let all confefs The mighty Son ! 


We praife and worfhip evermore 
The Father with The Son Supreme ; 
God, Who from diftant Egypt’s fhore 
Was called, His people to redeem. 


Renewed, O Holy Ghoft! by Thee, 
Our eyes this bleffed Light perceive ; 

So following Lord! Thy fteps fhall we 
Redeemed, in joys eternal live! 


Laud, Honour, Virtue, Glory, be 
To God The Father and The Son, 
And Holy Paraclete to ‘Thee, 
While endlefs ages onward run! Amen. 


E75. | 


@ For CHRISTMAS DAY and up to THE CIRCUMCISION 
(York, Hereford, and other Breviaries); at COM- 
PLINE and other times. 


Corde natus ex Parentis. 


Ere from naught the worlds Be : 
Wondrous Alpha and Omega! 
SE Who, of all things Fount and Clofe, 
Doth what is, hath been, hereafter 
Shall be, at His will difpofe ; 


Evermore from age to age ! 





At His word came forth Creation, 
He decreed, and Earth was made ; 
Land and Sky, the depths of Ocean, 
Threefold Fabric, He arrayed ; 
All that e’er, with life and motion 
Sun and Moon from Heaven furveyed ; 


Evermore from age to age. 


He of Whom confentient fages 
Sung infpired in times of old ; 
Whom of yore in truthful pages 
Far-eyed Prophet Seers foretold, 
Shines forth, promife of paft ages, 
Chrift ! Whofe praife is manifold ! 


Evermore from age to age. 


Bleft Nativity! when teeming 
With her Fruit of pricelefs worth, 
Bright with grace The Virgin beaming, 
Our Salvation brought to birth ; 
And Her Child, all worlds redeeming, 
Shewed His Countenance to Earth 
Evermore from age to age! 


[ 76 ] 


Ring ye Heavens with acclamation ! 
Angel choirs attune your lays ! 

Every Virtue, Princedom, nation, 
Echo forth your Maker’s praife ; 

Naught be mute in all Creation, 
Every voice its anthem raife ! 


Evermore from age to age. 


Him, let youth and age applauding 
With the lifping infant throng, 
Matrons, virgins, praife affording, 
Guilelefs maidens, hail with fong ; 
And with heart and voice according 
Loud the adoring ftrain prolong ; 
Evermore from age to age. 


Jufteft Judge of dead and living! 
King of righteoufnefs divine ! 
At Thy Father’s right hand fitting, 

In Whom princely virtues fhine ; 
Who, from thence in clouds defcending, 
Shall to worlds their doom affign, 

Evermore from age to age ; 


Chrift! to Thee and to The Father, 
And, O Holy Ghoft! to Thee, 
Hymns and Mufic, Laud and Honour, 
And perpetual thanks fhall be ; 
Glory, Victory, Virtue, Power, 
Now henceforth eternally ! 
Evermore from age to age. Amen. 
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@ At PRIME up to the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY.— 
(York Breviary.) 


Agnofcat omne feculum. 


Sa ET thankful worlds confefs, from Heaven 
Rp The grace of Life to Earth is given ; 

sf And freed from Satan’s yoke of pain 
Redemption hath appeared to men, 





Ifaiah’s ftrains prophetic meet 

In that bleft Virgin all complete ; 
An Angel’s voice th’ event revealed, 
The Holy Ghoft the boon fulfilled ! 


@ At TERCE. 
For Lo! to Mary’s teeming womb 
The Faithful Seed, The Word, hath come, 
And He Whom worlds cannot comprife 
Within a maiden’s bofom lies ! 


Now fprings a flower from Jefle’s root, 
The Virgin ftem puts forth its fruit, 
Bears a rich Offspring at her fide, 
Yet doth a Virgin pure abide! 

@ 4 SEXT. 
See! in a lowly manger placed 
The Lord of Life vouchfafes to reft ; 
Who with The Father built the fpheres 
Swathed by a Mother’s care appears! 


He gave His righteous Law to men, 
He {pake the wondrous precepts Ten, 
Yet deigns our mortal flefh to bear, 
The fetters of the law to wear! 
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@ 4t NONE. 


The Ancient Adam’s foul offence 

Doth the New Adam purely cleanfe ; 
What he in {welling pride debafed, 
Heavenward the lowly Chrift hath raifed. 


Now Light, now is Salvation born ; 

Darknefs difpelled, and Death o’erthrown ! 
Approach ye nations! truft The Lord! 

Lo! Mary hath brought forth your God ! 

All Glory, Gracious Lord! to Thee, 

The Virgin-born, for ever be ; 

To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

On Earth, and by the Heavenly Hoft! Amen. 


@ For THE NATIVITY at TERCE.—( According to an 
Anglo-Saxon Hymnary.) 


Chrifte hac Hora Tertia. 


4 CHRIST! our Lord, in this Third Hour 
Fulfil us with Thy Grace and Power, 
And fervid in fweet Charity, 

“=<3 Bring us and ours moft near to Thee. 
May He, The Paraclete, our God, 
Within our hearts make His abode ; 
In this fame Hour wherein in flame, 
On the Apoftolic Choir He came. 


Grant this, Thou God in Trinity ! 

One and Coequal Deity ! 

To Whom Praife, Glory, Virtue, be 
Now and throughout Eternity! Amen. 
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@ At SEXT. 

Sexta etate Virgine. 
H HOU ere the Sixth great Age had ran, 
Of Virgin womb waft born for man ; 
ei Grant when the laft Eighth Age fhall come 
= 'That we may reach a glorious home! 
And as this Hour, O Saviour bleft ! 
Thou on the myftic well didf reft, 
Bedew us with that Fount of Thine, 
And light us with Thy Sun Divine! 
Grant this, Thou God in Trinity ! 
One and Coequal Deity ! 
To Whom Praife, Virtue, Glory, be 
Now and throughout Eternity! Amen. 






@ 4 NONE. 
Hora Nona que canimus. 


q JESU! hearken as we fing 
At this Ninth Hour to Thee our King! 
Which Thy moft facred Death hath made 


$ 'l'o mortals ever confecrate ! 


This Hour out from Thy wounded fide 
Welled forth Thy Church, a noble tide ; 
Now to the Sainted Thief in light 

By Thy fweet Grace Thy flock unite ! 


Grant this, Thou God in Trinity ! 
One and Coequal Deity ! 
Before all worlds began to be, 





And now, and everlaftingly! Amen. 
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AT VESPERS, 


@ On the ViciL of THE Nativity of THE LORD; 
and on the DAY of THE NATIVITY ; and on the 
SIXTH DAY. 


Veni Redemptor gentium. 





4 Appear Thou Son of Virgin womb 
Admire ye realms of lower Earth! 
) For Godlike is His wondrous Birth. 


te, ii ie on of the nations come! 


He, of no mortal man conceived 
By myftic influence received, 
The Word of God our flefh is made, 


O’er woman’s fruit is honour fhed ! 


The Virgin’s breaft an Offspring hides, 
Unharmed her modefty abides ; 

There Virtue’s banners fhine abroad, 
Within His Temple dwells our God! 


Proceeding from His chamber, He, 
That Royal Court of Chaftity, 

Of twofold fubftance, Giant Son ! 
Prepares His mighty courfe to run. 


Forth from The Father He proceeds, 
Again unto the Father fpeeds ; 

His goings e’en to Hell extend 

And at God’s throne returning end ! 
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To Thy great Father equal, Son! 

O gird Thy carnal vefture on ; 

The frailties of our mortal flefh, 

With Thine unfailing ftrength refreth. 


Thy Manger Lo! refulgent beams, 
Night with unwonted luftre teems, 
Which never more fhall darknefs know, 
But fhine with Faith’s immortal glow. 


Glory to God The Father be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Holy Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ 4t COMPLINE in THE NATIVITY. 
Salvator Mundi Domine. 
Hath faved us in the Day that’s paft, 


Proteét us through the coming night, 
And fave us long as time fhall laft. 





Thy gracious prefence now vouchfafe, 
And mercy to our prayers accord ; 

O blot out all our paft offence ! 
And lighten Thou our darknefs, Lord ! 


May flumber ne’er the foul opprefs, 
No vexing foes our reft invade ; 
And by no fpot of fin, we pray, 
The guarded flefh impure be made. 
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Reftorer of our every fenfe! 
Our hearts we lift in prayer to Thee, 
That when again from fleep we rife 
Our fouls devout and pure may be! 


Glory to God The Father give, 
Like Glory to His Only Son, 
And Holy Spirit Paraclete, 
While endlefs years their courfes run! Amen. 





AT MATINS, 
@ S. STEPHEN’S DAY. 


Martyr Dei qui unicum. 


mT ARTYR of God! Who in the road 

{| His only Son victorious trode, 

With vanquifhed foes triumphant 
ftrove, 

And won a conqueror’s palm above; 





O may Thy prayer devout and pure, 
Forgivenefs for our guilt procure ! 

From fin’s contagion keep us whole, 
From life’s vain forrows purge the foul! 
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Now from all flefhly fhackles freed, 

No fins Thy Heavenly walk impede ; 

So may a Saviour’s love releafe 

Our earth-bound fouls, and grant us peace. 


To God The Father Glory be, 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee, 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ At MATINS, FEAST S8.STEPHEN.—( Paris Breviary.) 


O Qui tuo dux Martyrum. 


PRINCE of Martyrs! thou whofe name 
Denotes a crown of faintly fame, 

Of flowers immortal and divine, 

i] To thee a deathlefs wreath we twine. 





Red with thy blood’s redundant ftream, 
How fair the ftones which bruife thee feem ! 
Nor, circling round thy facred head, 

Could ftars a brighter radiance fhed. 


Each wound thy placid brow difplays, 
Streams glorious, with unearthly rays ; 
Till as the Angels round the Throne, 
Thy face with heavenly luftre fhone. 


To Chrift, for thee a Victim flain, 
Thou doft lay down thy life again ; 
His earlieft witnefs, Him in death 

Confefs with thine expiring breath. 
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Thou next to Thy celeftial Guide 

Did ftem the Red Sea’s ftormy tide, 
And in thy fteps the Martyr hoft 

Attain the Heavenly Canaan’s coatt. 
Lord Jefus! endlefs Glory be, 

Almighty Virgin-born, to Thee ! 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ FEAST of 8. STEPHEN at LAUDS and VESPERS,— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Sanée Dei pretiofe. 
Sfap4q OLY Stephen! Protomartyr ! 
Precious in Thy Saviour’s fight ! 
Who with Charity’s firm armour 


= Panoplied in Heavenly might, 
Dit thy foes’ unpitying rancour 





With forgiving prayer requite ; 


Thou, celeftial ftandard-bearer ! 
In the foremoft rank hadft place ; 
Of the truth undaunted preacher, 
Witnefs firft of faving grace! 
Living Stone, Foundation, Pillar, 
And of patience Ground and Bafe! 


Steel to pierce thee had no miflion ; 
Thou by crufhing ftones wert flain ; 
So to holy circumcifion 
All thy body doth attain ; 
In thy crown of bleft fruition 
Blood doth every jewel ftain ! 


[ 85 ] 


Thou the rough afcent didft level 
Firft, to Heaven’s eternal door ; 
Firft, made {mooth by Chrift’s own travail, 
Tread the narrow pathway o’er ; 
Winnowed grain, elected veffel, 
Gathered to Chrift’s threfhing floor ! 


Firft, before thine eyes expanding 
Ope the portals of the fky ; 

Jefus thou beholdeft ftanding 
Next His Father, throned on high ; 

He for Whom thou art contending 
Lives; to thee is ever nigh! 


Ever may thy kind petition 

To thy brethren aid afford ; 
And for this our interceffion 

O may Chrift, our gracious Lord, 
Pardon grant us, and pofleffion 

Of the eternal great reward ! 


Where the bleft, in choirs harmonious, 
Ever chant in joyful {train ; 

And the fpirits of the righteous 
Unto cloudlefs light attain ; 

As they view their monarch Jefus 
Throned in peerlefs beauty reign. 


Glory be to God and praifing, 

Who Thee with immortal flowers 
Crowned, His Protomartyr raifing 

To the ftarlit heavenly bowers ; 
Chrift! may’ft Thou, our foes abafing, 

Make his blifsful portion ours! Amen, 
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@ At SECOND VESPERS, FEAST of S. STEPHEN.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Miris probat Jefe modis. 


aj t1A'T kindnefs e’en to mortal foes 
Divineft Charity beftows ; 

Her gracious {mile and frown fevere 
= Alike how lovely they appear. 





Firm ftood The Saint! and prayer he made 
And itoned and dying iftill he prayed ; 

His wounds, as eloquent they bleed, 

E’en for his favage murderers plead. 


God from His Throne celeftial heard, 
He marked His Martyr’s dying word ; 
Saul, caufe and witnefs of his death, 
He gave to that expiring breath. 


With fhattered limbs behold Him lie! 
Rejoiced for Jefus thus to die ; 

“«« Chrift” he exclaimed “ my fpirit take, 
I lay it down for Thy dear fake.” 


Then peaceful death drew gently nigh, 
In flumber fealed his wearied eye ; 
Quit of this mortal coil, his way 

He wings unto the realms of Day! 


Thy lot in this terreftrial ftate, 

Was on thy God’s own poor to wait ; 
Now honoured gueft of Chrift thy Lord, 
Thou fitteft at the Heavenly board ! 


Tes Aa 


And in that fhining nuptial veft 

Thy blood-empurpled garments, drett, 
With Him, The Lamb once {lain, for e’er 
Shalt in His Bridal Banquet fhare. 

Great God! if Thou the courage give 
What may not faintly hearts achieve ! 

May we attain his bleft eftate 

Whole triumph now we celebrate! Amen. 


@ Hrmuwn of S. STEPHEN.—(From an Anglo-Saxon 
Hymnary.) 
Stephano Primo Martyri. 


f}O Stephen, Firft of Martyrs, raife 
) O brethren! choral hymns of praife ; 





Which as in {weet accord we fing 
May ftrength to true believers bring. 


He Riis firft, his lifeblood fhed 
Where Chrift the glorious way had led ; 
With love to death enduring, fhewed 
To other faints the Heavenward road. 


He by the Apoftles chofen, abroad 
To fpeak the praifes of their Lord, 
Death’s bloodftained banner bore away, 
And foremoft gained the realms of day. 


O glory bright beyond compare ! 

O bleffed memory ! pafling fair! 
Stephen attains the rich reward 

To tread the footfteps of His Lord! 
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His upraifed eye with ken ferene, 

Views Son and Father throned in fheen ; 
He living hails in Heaven’s domain 
Whom here infulting foes had flain. 

But Lo! with {welling rage malign 
And armed with ftones the Jews combine ; 
They ruth in crowds, with favage joy, 
Chrift’s noble foldier to deftroy. 

But he, with gaze beyond the fky, 
Breathes forth his placid foul on high ; 
And for his foes to be forgiven, 

Makes fervent orifon to Heaven ; 

“©O God of all! Creator kind! 

May’ ft Thou forgive their malice blind ; 
The crime Thine eye beholdeth, {pare, 
For this Thy dying Martyr’s prayer.” 
Lord! Holy Virgin-born! by Heaven 
And Earth to Thee be Glory given ; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall lait! Amen. 


A LeviAtT INS; 
@ FEAST of 8. JOHN THE EVANGELIST. 
Annue Chrifte! feculorum Domine ! 
S a CHRIST! Thou Lord of Worlds! 
ey \ Beftow on us, we pray, 


For this Thy fervant’s fake 





j To Thee endeared for aye ; 
8233 That all the heinous fins 
Which have oftended Thee, 
Through his availing prayer, 
Forgiven all may be. 
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O kind Redeemer! fave 
The creatures of Thy grace, 
Sealed nobly with the light, 
That beameth from Thy face ; 
Nor fuffer us to fall, 
To Satan’s wiles a prey, 
For whom Thou didit on Earth, 
Death’s coftly ranfom pay. 


Pity Thy flock enthralled, 
By Sin’s captivity ; 
Forgive each guilty foul, 
And fet the bondmen free ; 
And all Thou haft redeemed 
With Thine own precious Blood, 
Bring to eternal joys, 
Thou Monarch kind and good! 


O Jefu! Saviour bleft ! 
Chrift! gracious Lord! to Thee 
All Glory and all Truth, 
Honour and Empire be ; 
So to The Father Laud, 
And Holy Paraclete, 
With Whom Thou reigneft God ! 
Through ages infinite! Amen. 
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@ 4t MATINS, FEAST of 8. JOHN THE EVANGELIST. 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Te quem pre reliquis. 
#71 MORE than all the reft 

: Beloved of Chrift Thy Lord ! 
7 ‘Thou with His friendfhip bleft 
Who Man, was yet Thy God, 
And fellow of His care 
Didft in His Paffion fhare 
And witnefs of His Glory bear ! 





Thy privilege how grand, 
To whom on earth ’twas given 
To touch with reverent hand 
The Word, The Lord from Heaven ! 
To hear His words, with eye 
Of love to view Him nigh, 
To enjoy His {weet fociety ! 


With what delight ’twas fraught 
When He to thee confides 

With truftful love the thought 
His inmoft bofom hides ; 

When on the mountain He, 

God Man, in Majetty, 

Himfelf arrayed in His Divinity ! 


Thou didft on Jefu’s breaft 
In peaceful joy recline, 

And from that fountain bleft 
Drink living joys Divine, 

In filent richnefs fhed 

O’er all thy fenfes fpread 

Thy God defcended on thy head ! 
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Thou from that plenteous Spring 
Doft all thy heart refrefh ; 
Inebriate the rapt foul 
Deferts the laggard flefh ; 
And when in foft repofe 
Thou didft thine eyelids clofe, 
All Heaven before thy vifion rofe ! 


O facred converfe thine ! 
O joys! which thou alone 
Didft tafte in mutual love 
Before to man unknown! 
Divineft love! which flowed 
Unruffed e’er, and glowed 
Painlefs within its pure abode ! 


So wert thou loving e’er, 

And e’er beloved fhalt be ; 
And on thy forehead bear 

Pure Virgin modefty ! 
The fweet and radiant grace 
Which decks the Angelic race 
Refulgent beameth from thy face. 


Hence oft this theme is thine, 
Full oft thofe ardent ftrains ; 
All that thou fay’ft is Love, 
His Love throughout thee reigns ; 
In rapture o’er thy foul 
Entrancing vifions roll : 
Thine ecftacies brook not control ! 
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Now to The Father praife, 
Like praife O Son! to Thee; 
And to The Holy Ghoft, 
From Both proceeding, be ; 
Faith which unchanged and {ure 
From founts divinely pure 
We drink, for ever to endure! Amen. 


@ 4t LAUDS, FEAST of 8. JOHN THE EVANGELIST, 
and at SECOND V ESPERS. 


Exultet celum laudibus. 


ef E) Heavens exult with joyful praife ! 
Earth! echo back the thankful lays ; 
This feftal tide in fweet accord, 

The Apoftles’ glorious deeds we laud. 





O righteous judges of the Earth ! 

True lights which o’er the world fhone forth ! 
We praife ye all with hearts fincere, 

As fuppliants now we worfhip here. 


For to your mighty word ’twas given, 
To clofe and ope the doors of Heaven! 
And from their guilt by your decree 
To fet repentant finners free. 


So to your precepts was afligned 
The health and welfare of mankind ; 
May ye our finful lives once more 
To life and holinefs reftore ; 


That Chrift, Th’ avenging Judge of doom, 
When He at 'Time’s laft end fhall come, 
May grant us for His mercy’s fake. 

Of joys eternal to partake, 
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To God The Father Glory be! 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ At LAUDS, FEAST of S. JOHN THE EVANGELIST. 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Quem nox quem tenebrea. 


#UAT God Whom deepeft night 
In ambient darknefs fhrouds, 
Veiled in approachlefs light 
A Beneath o’erfhadowing clouds, 
Left His weak creatures’ fight 
Be blinded as they gaze, 
O’erwhelmed by that terrific blaze ; 





Himfelf His Form to thee, 
Beloved of God, revealed ; 
And in this life to fee 
His Glory unconcealed ; 
His fecret counfels He 
Did to thy view unfold ; 
Thou doft Heaven’s inmoft Courts behold ! 


Borne as on Eagles’ wings, 
Rapt far beyond the fkies, 
To Heaven thy fpirit fprings 
Above the ftars to rife ; 
In vain that Glory flings 
Bright bolts thy way to impede ; 
On Very God thy foul doth feed. 
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Thou fee’ft the Mighty Son, 
God, like to God, difplayed ; 

And from the Father born 
Before the worlds were made, 

To Earth a fervant gone, 

E’en from the Father’s breaft, 


In the chafte Virgin’s womb to reft ! 


So thus to man extends 

The love of God Moft High ! 
To us His way He wends, 

And lays His Glory by ; 
Made Flefh for us defcends 
An exile to our fhore, 
To Heaven us exiles to reftore! 


High Myfteries to the Seer 
Of ancient times unknown! 
But thou, the day-beam clear 
Which on our darknefs fhone, 
That Fount didft make appear, 
Whence Life begins its courfe, 
And holy Light’s primeval fource ! 


Now to The Father praife, 
Like praife O Son! to Thee, 
And to The Holy Ghoft, 
From Both proceeding, be ; 
Faith, which unchanged and fure 
From {prings divinely pure 
We drink, for ever to endure! Amen. 
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@ 4 FIRST and SECOND VESPERS, FEAST of 8. JOHN 
THE EVANGELIST.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Sit qui rite canat. 
wosy OME rightly celebrate 
Thy holy virgin fame ; 
Some praife renowned and great 





z : Thine Apoftolic name; 
And one would thee inftate 

Among the Prophet Choir ; 

Chrift’s Martyr doth our lays infpire. 


With Him thou watt affailed 
By foes with favage force, 
In fpirit with Him nailed 
Unto the painful Crofs ; 
Thy fympathy bewailed 
His piteous travail there ; 
Thou didft with Him thofe forrows fhare. 


In His expiring throe 

When hanging on the Tree, 
His childlefs mother’s woe 

He foothes, by proffering thee ; 
Doth thee on her beftow, 
And her to thee intruft, 
Virgin to virgin, as was juft. 


What pledge could earth afford 
So precious and Divine? 
True Mother of Thy Lord! 
Yet alfo truly thine ! 
A fon to her reftored, 
Thou doft with filial care 
The lofs of Him, Thy God, repair! 
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He, outcaft and alone 
His eyefight quenched in death, 
His will to thee made known 
With His expiring breath ; 
And from that hallowed throne 
Which crimfon currents ftreak, 
Did to the liftening nations fpeak. 


O Chrift?s companion true ! 
May I my fteps incline, 
That pathway to purfue, 
Where Love conduéied thine ! 
His Grace my foul endue, 
With Him the Crofs to bear, 
And in His precious death to fhare! Amen. 


AT MATINS, 
@ FEAST of THE HOLY INNOCENTS. 


Sanctorum meritis inclyta gaudia. 


oy 2 Their joys ea compare, 
i, @ Their noble deeds of might, 

5 ‘ : Ye friends! let us declare ; 
2: My foul defires to greet, 

' With facred anthems meet, 
This band of victors beft and rare. 
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Thefe in its bofom placed, 

A thanklefs world abhors ; 
Its drear and thirfty waite, 

Its parched and withering flowers, 
They all behind them caft, 

And Heavenward followed Thee, 
Jefu! Thou King of fweet benignity. 


”T was they who for Thy Name 
Men’s terrors caft afide, 

And all their wrath o’ercame, 
The cruel fcourge defied ; 

Before their tempered frame 
The hook and falchion bend, 


Nor can their inmoft bofoms rend. 


They by the {word are flain 
Like lambs, a harmlefs flock ; 
No murmur founds, no pain 
Their conftancy can fhock ; 
For each with dauntlefs foul, 
In filent firmnefs whole, 
Hath built his patience on The Rock. 


What voice can e’er make known, 
What tongue of might declare, 

For Thine own Martyrs’ crown 
What gifts Thou doft prepare ! 

Their blood flows redly down, 
And nobly are they dight 

With their enfanguined laurels bright. 
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Thee, Deity Supreme 
And One! we meekly pray, 
From fin our fouls redeem, 
And purge our ills away : 
Grant to ‘Thy fervants peace, 
So Glory we for aye 
Will give Thee until Time fhall ceafe. Amen. 
@ At MATINS and SECOND VESPERS, FEAST of THE 
HoLr INNOCENTS.—( Paris Breviary.) 
Salvete Flores Martyrum. 
mgd AIL ! Martyr Flowers! in childhood’s 
es dawn, 
fe Ere blufhed the prime of opening morn, 
= Cropped by the falchion’s ftroke unkind, 
As rofebuds by the ruthlefs wind! 


Firftlings of Chrift! Ah vidtim train ! 
Ah tender flock untimely flain ! 
E’en at the enfanguined altar gay, 






Guilelefs with crown and palm ye play ! 


O bootlefs crime! O cruel deed! 
Sweet infants vainly doomed to bleed ! 
Chrift, from the carnage far conveyed 
Is re{cued from the murderer’s blade. 


Unfcathed, He lives amid the flood 

Of His dear flaughtered brethren’s blood ; 
The fword, which Hebrew parents mourn, 
Harms not The Mighty Virgin-born ! 


So Mofes erft, in Egypt’s land, 

The impious monarch’s dire command 
Efcaped ; and thence, in bonds enflaved, 
Type of The Chrift, His Ifrael faved. 
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Ye mothers! ftanch your tears; no more 
Thefe pledges of your love deplore ; 
They follow, fair and joyful train, 

The Lamb for their falvation flain ! 


Jefu! all Glory unto Thee, 

Born of a fpotlefs Virgin, be ; 

To Father, and to Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall lat! Amen. 


@ At LAUDS and SECOND VESPERS, FEAST of THE 
HOLY INNOCENTS. 
Rex gloriofe martyrum. 
eee UL Glorious King of Martyrs Thou ! 
Mis) Crown of Confeffors here below! 


2 Whon, cafting earthly joys away, 
=4 Thou guideft to celeftial Day, 





O quickly lend a gracious ear 

And liften to our fuppliant prayer ! 
As we their facred triumphs chant 
Forgivenefs to our errors grant. 


In Martyrs’ Victor, Thou art e’er 

In Thy Confeffors prone to fpare ; 
E’en now our guilty pride o’erthrow 
And all Thy pardoning grace beftow ! 


To God The Father Glory be! 

Like Glory Only Son! to Thee! 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 
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AT FIRST VESPERS, 


@ FEAST of THE CIRCUMCISION.— Paris 
Breviary.) 


Debilis cefsent elementa legis. 


FYIET the departing Law’s weak fanctions 
ceafe ! 

Too long its terrors have diftrefled 
our hearts ; 
Jefus the unbroken covenant of Peace 

And Love imparts! 







From that True Sun His Father, pureft Ray 
Of cloudlefs fplendour, clear and undefiled ! 
He doth in Blood the guilt of Sin difplay 
A fpotlefs Child ! 


See! from His wounded members currents flow 
Enough to cleanfe Creation’s crimes and fhame ; 
Streams which for us devote to pains and woe 


That tender frame. 
4 


This Holy Day, O Child! hath won for Thee 
A Name which proftrate nations fhall adore ; 
Who Jefus called, didft Jefus deign to be 


For evermore. 


High Praife unto The Father ; to The Son 
Like Praife, Who by His Blood redeemed mankind ° 
Like Honour Holy Ghoft! to Thee be done 
With Both combined. Amen. 
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@ 4+ MATINS, FEAST of THE CIRCUMCISION.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Felix Dies quem proprio. 


=e] HAPPY Day! with joy arrayed, 

4 y Which Jefu’s Blood hath facred made! 
a Re) | O blifsful Morn! when Chrift began 
PASE His travail in redeeming Man! 





Scarce born, fee from his infant veins 
A milk-like current foftly drains ; 

A foretafte of His death He feels ; 

A prelude of His Love reveals ! 


Arrived on Earth, His Father’s will 
He haftes obedient to fulfil ; 

Foreftalls His Hour with duteous fpeed, 
E’en now doth as a Victim bleed ; 


Himfelf the criminal He makes, 
Guiltlefs the penalty partakes ; 

Law-maker, doth the Law obey 
To free us from its deadly {way ! 


E’en as on Chrift the ftroke defcends, 
That Law with all its terrors ends ; 
Love’s holier rule begins its reign 
And fhall unchangeable remain ! 


Jefu! from every breaft efface 

What comes not of Thy cleanfing grace ; 
Thy Name put in our inward parts, 
Infcribe Thy Law upon our hearts! Amen. 
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@ 4t VESPERS, FEAST of THE CIRCUMCISION.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Vittis fibi cognomina. 


(Samiatesy YRAN'TS their empty titles take 

AG 1 From nations which they fabjeét make ; 
} More nobly Thou from thofe, O Lord! 
* To freedom by Thy power reftored. 







To none but Thine can man appeal 
His fatal maladies to heal ; 

Naught elfe can dying fouls reftore, 
And life impart for evermore. 


Thy Name with countlefs bleflings fraught, 
By Thine own Blood fo dearly bought, 

O let not fins infane and bafe, 

From our apoftate hearts efface ! 


Be this our glory, pain and fhame 
To fuffer for this Sacred Name; 
E’en Death fhall ne’er appalling be, 
But lovely, when endured for Thee ! 


O Thou, Whom we may reverent call 
Jefus! The Saviour! Lord of all! 

O hearken! as with thankful voice 

We in Thy Glorious Name rejoice ! 


Jefu! all Glory unto Thee, 

Born of a {potlefs Virgin, be ; 

To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall Jatt! Amen. 
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@ 4t VESPERS, on SATURDAYS from THE CIRCUM- 
CISION to THE PRESENTATION; and from the 
EPIPHANY to SEPTUAGESIMA.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Verbum quod ante fecula. 


ata ORD! from the Father’s bofom born, 
f4 Before Creation’s earlieft dawn ; 

4 Who Man, in Time, to avert our doom, 
4 Didft iffue from a Virgin’s womb ! 





Thou haft, with might tranfcendent, burft 
The ancient Adam’s bonds accurtt ; 

All that he loft to us reftored, 

And Hope returns with Thee, O Lord! 


E’en as a finner pain and care 

Thou doft already learn to bear ; 

Thine infant cries an earneft give 

That worlds fhall be redeemed and live! 


Poor; yet Thy poverty and woe 

On us eternal wealth beftow ; 

Thou mourneft ; but Thy cleanfing tears 
The world of guilt and anguifh clears. 


Mean cloth Thy facred limbs enfolds, 
A ftall Thy narrow cradle holds ; 

Man art thou proud, and God endure 
The fwathing rags, the manger poor? 


Jefu! all Glory unto Thee, 

Born of a {potlefs Virgin, be; 

To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 
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@ At VESPERS, on SUNDAYS from THE CIRCUMCISION 
to THE PRESENTATION 5 and from the EPIPHANY 
to SEPTUAGESIMA. 

Chriftus tenebris obfitam. 
@q ER dark Judza’s gloomy fhores 





jf] Chrift His enlightening Gofpel pours ; 
AV O blinded race! whofe hearts of ftone 
“#3 Refufe thofe heavenly truths to own! 


E’en from the grave, before their eyes, 
As God He makes the corpfes rife ; 

Lo! fpeech unto the dumb returns, 
The lame man walks, the blind difcerns. 


Perverfe His prowefs they oppofe, 
Their ears unto His precepts clofe ; 
Enamoured of the deadly night 

They fhun the healthful rays of light. 


We feek Thy beams, O Sun Divine! 

In Whom The Father’s glories fhine ; 
May ne’er that darknefs, deep and dread, 
O’er our obdurate fouls be fhed! 

Jefu! all Glory unto Thee, 

Born of a fpotlefs Virgin, be ; 

To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


q@ At LAUDS, on SUNDAYS Srom THE CIRCUMCISION 
to THE PURIFICATION, and up to the EPIPHANY. 
Divine crefcebas Puer. 
RAN wifdom, ftature, Heavenly grace, 
4 ‘Thou groweft, Holy Child! apace ; 
| So trained to die; for this Thy life 
a Inures Thee to Thy mortal ftrife. 
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The Son of God, of Glory fhorn, 
Confents of peafants to be born! 
The builder of the Eternal Courts 


Now to an humble cot reforts ! 


The hands which framed the lofty fkies 
He there to fervile toil applies ; 
The upholder of the ftarry {pheres 


A mean artificer appears! 


Jefu! all Glory unto Thee, 

Born of a fpotlefs Virgin, be ; 

To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 





AT FIRST-AND SECOND VESPERS, 
@ In THE EPIPHANY and throughout the OCTAVE. 
Hoftis Herodes impie. 


FAHY Herod, impious tyrant! fear 

That Chrift, thy Maker fhould 
appear ? 

’4 He need dethrone no earthly foe 





#4) Who can celeftial crowns beftow. 


Led by the Star’s prophetic ray 

The Magi haften on their way ; 

To Light by light direét their feet, 
Their God with godlike offerings greet. 
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The limpid depths of Jordan’s wave 

That Heavenly Lamb with reverence lave ; 
Where fins, not His, from us to-day 

That cleanfing laver wafhed away. 


In wondrous modes His power is fhewn ; 
His might the blufhing waters own, 

And change, at His command outpoured, 
Their nature, to obey their Lord ! 


All Glory Lord! to Thee be given, 
Revealed this Day to Earth from Heaven ! 
Like Glory to The Father be, 

And Holy Ghoft eternally! Amen. 


@ 4t FIRST VESPERS, the EPIPHANY.—( Paris 
Breviary.) 


Que Stella Sole pulchrior ? 


Fa HAT Star is this, whofe Orb of flame 
Excels the Sun? Its beams proclaim 
q ‘The new-born King, and mark the 
f Unto the birthplace of a God! [road 


As truthful furrg the ancient Seers, 
In Jacob, Lo! a Star appears ; 





The Eaftern nations in amaze 
Awed, at the wondrous portent gaze ! 


In Heaven its boding rays are bright ; 
Within, intenfer beams of light 

The Magi’s glowing hearts incline, 
To feek the Giver of the Sign. 
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Their fervour brooks no cold delay, 

Nor toil nor danger ftop their way ; 
They leave, uncared, at God’s command, 
Their kindred, home, and native land ! 


Like that fweet Star, O Chrift! allure 
Our hearts, our faltering fteps affure ; 
Difperfe the mifts which o’er us roll, 
And fhine on every darkened foul. 


To God The Father, Praife we yield, 
True Light! to Gentile realms revealed ; 
So to The Son like Honour be, 

And Holy Ghoft eternally! Amen. 


@ 4t MATINS in the Dar of the EPIPHANY.— 
(According to the Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries.) 


Fefus refulfit omnium. 


Ba O ! Jefus to the world appears, 

a The Gentiles with Redemption cheers ; 
fg Let all the faithful, as is meet, 

§ His wondrous aéts with honour greet. 





Whofe birth the Star’s bright rays revealed, 
Refplendent in th’ ethereal field ; 
And guide the Magi in the way, 
To Him Who in the manger lay. 


Proftrate the Infant they adore, 
With linen meanly fwathed o’er ; 
Confefs Him Very God, and bring 
A myfttic tribute to their King. 
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When thirty circling years were gone, 
Then perfect manhood He put on, 

And fought the Fount of Baptifm, free 
From taint of all impurity. 

How bleft was John, who feared to lave 
That Saviour in the cleanfing wave, 
Whofe Blood fhould be the mighty mean 
To wath the offence of Nature clean! 
The Father’s mandate, from the fkies, 
His Royal Sonfhip teftifies ; 

The Spirit’s power upon His head 

In plenitude of Grace is fhed. 

Be Thou, with fuppliant hearts we pray, 
O Chrift! our everlafting ftay ; 

Whofe wonder-working word divine 
Bade waters redden into wine. 

On us in mercy here below, 

Thy help and comfort e’er beftow ; 
Exalt us, raifed from Death’s domain, 
With Thee above the Stars to reign. 
Due Praife Great Trinity! to Thee, 
All Honour, Power, and Glory be; 
Whom all created things adore, 

Now henceforth and for evermore. Amen. 


@ 4t MATINS in the EPIPHANY.—(From the Anglo 
Saxon Hymnaries.) 
Nuntium vobis fero de Supernis. 

xO Earth from Heaven glad tidings I unfok 
The Angel cries ‘* Chrift Lord of worl 
ne is born 

= In Bethlehem Judah, as the Seers foretok. 

This hallowed Morn!” 
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Him do the joyful Choir of Angels fing, 
The Star declares ; Him Eaftern Princes greet, 
And myftic gifts in adoration bring, 
Oblations meet ; 


Incenfe to God, and Myrrh to grace His tomb, 
For tribute to their King, a Golden ftore ; 
One they revere, three with three offerings come, 
And Three adore. 


All Glory to The One yet Triune Lord, 
To God and to His Royal Offspring give ; 
So to The Spirit, which of Both outpoured, 
True hearts receive. Amen. 


@ At LAUDS in the DAr of the EPIPHANY and in the 
OCTAVE. 


A Patre Unigenitus. 


rag eg ROM God, to vifit Earth forlorn 

AG ¥ Defcends The Son, The Virgin-born ! 
£4 He hallows Baptifm by His Crofs, 
mGAY OF life to all His Church the fource. 






From higheft Heaven His path began, 
He took the form of mortal man; 
Creation by His Death reftored, 

And fhed the joys of Life abroad. 


Saviour! to Thee in prayer we bend, 
With all Thy pardoning grace defcend ; 
And radiant o’er our every fenfe, 

Thy beams to faithful hearts difpenfe. 
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Abide with us, O Lord of Light! 
Difperfe the glooms of mental night ; 
From all defilement cleanfe the foul, 
With heavenly medicines make us whole. 


Thou once we know didft fojourn here, 
Thou fhalt again, we truft, appear ; 
Een now Thy guardian fhield extend, 
Thy flock with fceptred arm defend ! 


All Glory Lord! to Thee be given 

This Day revealed to Earth from Heaven! 
Like Glory to The Father be, 

And Holy Ghoft eternally! Amen. 


@ At LAUDS on the Dar of the EPIPHANY.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 
Linquunt tefta Magi. 
O! the pilgrim Magi 
Leave their Royal Halls, 
And, with love devoutett, 
| Bethlehem’s lowly walls 
Seek with eager footfteps ; 
While firm Faith, which refts 
Built on Hope unfwerving, 
Triumphs in their breafts ! 





O what joys extatic 
Thrilled each heart, from far 
When, to guide their footfteps, 
Gleamed that Beacon Star, 
O’er that home fo holy 
Pouring down its ray, 
In His Mother’s bofom 
Where The Infant lay ! 


f xexy } 


There no ivory gliftens, 
Glows no regal gold, 
Nor doth gorgeous purple 

Thofe fair limbs enfold ; 
But His Court He keepeth 
In a ftable bare, 
His Throne is a manger, 
Rags His purple are. 


Coftly pomps and pageants 
Earthly kings array ; 

He, a mightier Monarch, 
Hath a nobler fway ; 

’ Straw though be His pallet, 

Mean His garb may be, 

Yet with power tranfcendent 
He all hearts can free ! 


At His crib they worfhip 
Proftrate on the floor ; 
And a God, there prefent, 
In that Babe adore; 
Let us to that Infant 
We, their offspring true, 
Hearts with faith o’erflowing 
Give, our tribute due. 


Holieft Love prefenting 
As Gold, to our King ; 
To the Man pure bodies, 
Myrrh-like, chaftely bring ; 
Unto Him, as Incenfe, 
Vow and prayer addrefs ; 
So with offerings meetett, 
This our God confefs ! 
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Glory to The Father, 
Fount of Light alone ; 
Who unto the Gentiles 
Made His Glory known ; 
Equal Praife and Merit 
Bleffed Son! to Thee; 
And to Thee, fweet Spirit! 
Evermore fhall be! Amen. 


SECOND VESPERS of the EPIPHANY.—/( Paris 
Breviary. ) 
Hue vos O Mijeri. 
#O Bethlehem, finners! hatte 
Your fenfelefs idols leave, 
Which deaf and dumb, debafed 
PAtiiens sis And blinded vows deceive ; 





For fee! before your eyes 


. The fhining towers arife, 


Where Very God an inmate lies ! 


Lo! Eaftern Kings are fain 
To travel firft the road ; 
The prophets are made plain ; 
And e’en the dark abode, 
Where wrapt in error’s gloom, 
The Gentiles wait their doom, 
His wondrous beams of light illume. 


Now Jews and Gentiles all, 
Once feparated quite 
By that partition wall, 
In amity unite, 
With Him One Body made ; 
And thus to all conveyed, 
God’s favour is to each difplayed. 
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How deep Thy counfels are! 

O God! Thy plans how vaft! 
O wondrous love which far 

Its firft degree furpaffed ! 
Judza! through thy difgrace, 
The outcaft Gentile race 
Win Life and Glory in thy place! 


Now from the olive root 
Its native boughs decay ; 
Degenerate, void of fruit, 
Adulterous offspring, they ; 
With wonder we behold 
New fhoots fupplant the old, 
Strange flowers and foliage unfold ! 


The noble olive Stem 
Bears us its branches fair ; 
Ne’er, barren like to them 
May we their ruin fhare ; 
O God! Whom we adore, 
Thine ancient Branch reftore, 
Keep Thou the engrafted evermore ! 


To Him, Who us doth raife, 
His members {fo to be, 
We give O Father! Praife, 
Like Praife O Son! to Thee 
Our living Head! and Laud 
To Holy Ghoft accord 
Who in thofe members life reftored. Amen. 
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@ 4t FIRST VESPERS, THE OCTAVE of THE 
EPIPHANY (THE BAPTISM of THE LORD ).— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Clamantis ecce vox fonans. 


m|HE Herald’s cry with thrilling founds 
From Jewry’s rocks and waftes rebounds; 
Repentant mortals, burthened long 
With guilt, unto the Baptift throng. 





With finners who for pardon figh, 
Behold! The Lamb of God draw nigh ; 
That fpotlefs Lamb, Whofe Blood alone 
Shall for the fins of Earth atone. 


Though veiled in flefh with prefcience true 
The Lamp His Sun of Glory knew ; 

And trembleth to Baptife The Lord 

Who Baptifm fhould to him afford. 


Yet man to God’s behefts muft bend 
Though He to them may condefcend ; 
For thus, as was His fovereign will, 


He mutt all righteoufnefs fulfil. 


O John! to Him obedience yield 
Whom God unto thy foul revealed ; 
Thou cleanfing doft to flefh impart, 
He with His Spirit bathes the heart ! 


All Glory Jefu Chrift! to Thee 

Who doft from guilt Creation free ; 

So Father! we Thy Name adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore! Amen. 
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@ 4¢ COMPLINE, the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY 
(BAPTISM of THE LORD.)—(Paris Breviary.) 


Non abluunt lmphe Deum. 


=--=— HE waters cleanfe not Thee, O Lord! 
7 Thou virtue doft to them afford ; 
And by Thy -hallowing touch endue 
With power corruption to fubdue. 
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Behold! the promifed Fount is here, 
Which hearts fhall from pollution clear ; 
O marvel! while the fleth is laved, 
The foul is from deftruction faved ! 


For plunged beneath that cleanfing tide, 
In robes with royal purple dyed 
The foul is clad, and brightly glows, 


Pure as the untrodden virgin {nows. 


Filled with The Holy Ghoft, on Earth 
The Virgin to a God gave birth! 
Filled with The Holy Ghoft are we 
New-born in water, Chrift! to Thee ! 


All Glory Jefu Chrift! be Thine, 

From guilt The Ranfomer Divine ; 

So Father! we Thy Name adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore! Amen. 

@ 4t LAUDS in the OCTAVE of the EPIPHANY 
(BAPTISM of THE LORD).—(Paris Breviary.) 
Emergit undis et Deo. 

qIMERGING Lo! from Jordan’s flood 

God Man direéts his prayer to God ; 

The palace gates of Heaven expand, 

The Holy Ghoft appears at hand ! 
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Dovelike defcending, richly fhed 

It refts upon His facred Head ; 

The Father’s Voice His Offspring names, 
His well-beloved Son proclaims ! 


So in the Font are fouls renewed, 

With virtue by His Flefh endued ; 
New-born with Him, His fellow heirs, 
All Heaven is opened to their prayers ; 


They, Dove-like, from all guile are clear, 
In converfe fimple and fincere ; 

The Spirit in their hearts abides, 

And every thought and action guides. 


O Chrift! Who in the hallowed wave 

Doft finners from corruption fave ; 

Cleanfed in Thy Blood, with virtues decked, 
Thy flock from every foe protect ! 


All Glory, Jefu Chrift! to Thee, 

Who doft from guilt Creation free ; 

So Father! we Thy Name adore, 

And Holy Ghoft! for evermore! Amen. 
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AT VESPERS, 


@ SATURDAY before SEPTUAGESIMA SUNDAY. 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Te lata Mundi Conditor. 





AIREATOR ! Majefty Divine ! 

Wl] One endlefs blifsful reft is Thine 5 
Unceafing ftrains of feital fong 

#1 To the celeftial choirs belong. 


~erted) But we, imperfect and impure, 
Mutt ftill I Thy difcipline endure ; 
Nor may this mournful exile cheer, 
With Syon’s hymns, our country dear ! 


Thy promife is, our contrite fighs 
Shall find compaffion in Thine eyes ; 
So help us Lord! thofe fins to weep 
Which Thee alas! fo diftant keep. 


Then Hope our forrows fhall confole, 
And Faith the bruifed heart make whole ; 
Till Thou reftore us, ne’er to ceafe, 
Thofe joyous ftrains, that perfect peace. 


All Glory to The Father be, 

Like Glory, Only Son! to Thee, 

And to The Holy Ghoft be given, 

Now and henceforth by Earth and Heaven! Amen. 
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AT MATINS, 


@ SEPTUAGESIMA—(From the Anglo-Saxon and 
other early Englifh Hymnaries.) 


Alleluya piis edite laudibus. 





se LLELUYAS found ye 
In ftrains of holy laud ; 
Sing! citizens of Heaven 
Sweet pfalmody to God ; 
Alleluyas evermore 


Of loving praife outpour ! 


So may we for ever 
With denizens of light, 
And all their hymning choirs 
In echoing fongs unite ; 
Alleluyas evermore, 
Of lgving praife outpour. 


You fhall the noble City 
Of God receive on high, 
Which ever joyful wakes 
To {trains of melody ; 
Alleluyas evermore 
Of loving praife outpour. 


To that bleft home return ; 
Take ye its joys for aye ; 
And to The Lord afcribe 
A glory-giving lay ; 
Alleluyas evermore 
Of loving praife outpour ! 
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Thee Chrift ! we celebrate, 
Thy Glory we proclaim ; 
And hail Thee, Lord of might, 
In fongs of glad acclaim ; 
Alleluyas evermore 
Of loving praife outpour ! 


Thou art the Light and Joy 
Of Heaven’s ftar-decked domain ; 
Where victors Thee their Prince 
Extol in ceafelefs ftrain ; 
Alleluyas evermore 
Of loving praife outpour. 


There find the wearied ref, 
Rich ftore of Heavenly food ; 
And drink fweet draughts, refrefhed 
From an exhauttlefs flood ; 
Alleluyas evermore 
Of loving praife outpour. 


We in melodious ftrains, 
The world’s Creator fing ; 
And with o’erflowing hearts, 
Our laud and mufic bring ; 
Alleluyas evermore 
Of loving praife outpour. 


Thee Chrift ! we celebrate, 
Thy Glory we proclaim ; 
And hail Thee, Lord of Might, 
In fongs of glad acclaim ; 
Alleluyas evermore 
Of loving praife outpour! Amen. 
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@ Jn SEPTUAGESIMA.—(From the ancient Englifb 
Hymnaries. ) 


Alleluya dulce carmen. 


ze LLELUYA ! Song of fweetnefs ! 
Voice of everlafting joy ! 

%e) Alleluya! Laud and gladnets 

2 os The celeftial choirs employ ; 
As oft they fing that hallowed lay, 
Dwelling in God’s Houfe for aye! 





Alleluya ! Joyous Mother, 
Salem, of the faints on high! 
Alleluya! one to other 
All thy citizens reply ; 
We exiles ftill muft vigil keep 
Here by Babel’s rivers weep. 


Alleluya! yet we dare not 

Sing unchecked that feftal ftrain ; 
Alleluya! fins to fpare not 

Mutt we from that hymn refrain ; 
The time of penitence fo near 
Bids us mourn in holy fear, 


Now Thy Godhead meekly praifing, 
Bleffed ‘Trinity ! we pray, 

Give to our eyes enraptured gazing 
High in Heaven Thine Eafter Day ; 

Where, O ferene and happy fhore! 

Alleluyas ceafe no more! Amen. 
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@ At MATINS, SEPTUAGESIMA.—(From the Paris 
Breviary.) 


Rebus creatis nil egens. 






Thou haft no need of things create ; 
#| Yet in Thy fecret counfels weighed 
é d By Thee were Earth’s foundations laid. 


What was not, Thou didft will to be; 
And Nature’s realms came forth to Thee, 
In one vaft unifon to raife 

To their Creator hymns of praife. 


But while the Earth, in all things good, 
Before Thee clothed in beauty ftood, 
Thou didft, Artificer Divine! 

Another nobler world defign. 


The Saviour doth its fabric frame, 
Built on His Grace and mighty Name, 
And Word, which evermore to ftand, 
Fills every nation, every land. 


This world fhall He when Time is paft 
Exalt to Heaven ; and made at laft 
The Confort of His Throne and Board, 
Prefent, His Spoufe Eleét, to God. 


O’er both thefe worlds Thou doft prefide 
O Father! both preferve and guide ; 

To both O Son! Thy Grace fupply, 
And both O Spirit fanétify! Amen, 
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Q@ A: VESPERS, SEPTUAGESIMA.—( From the Paris 
Breviary.) 


Vos ante Chrifti tempora. 


YE! ere Chrift had fojourned here, 
His faithful friends and followers dear, 
4) Who with the Saints in Glory fhare, 
7$Ul\ Forefathers of believers were ! 





O how may fitly be expreffed 

The burning faith which ye poffeffed ! 
How reckoned all the longing fighs 
Of Hope, ye wafted to the tkies! 


As pilgrims, ftrangers upon earth, 

Ye deemed its pomps of little worth ; 
The fpirit not the letter fought, 

And on the promifed blifs ye thought. 


On God alone your hearts intent, 
Were on the Eternal Manfions bent! 
O Chrift! may we with all their love, 
Seek our true heritage above! 


Praife we The Father and The Son; 
To Thee Who linkeft Both in One, 
Equal with Both, like praifes be 

O Spirit! everlaftingly! Amen. 











AT FIRST VESPERS, 


@ THE FEAST of THE FIVE WOUNDS.— 


(Paris Breviary.) 
Prome vocem mens canoram. 


MY foul! thy lamentation 

4 Now in faddeft tones outpour ; 
| All the dying tribulation 

Of The Crucified deplore ; 
Which He for His loft Creation, 


Spotlefs Victim! freely bore. 










Zi 






He the murderer’s fury braveth, 
Him our guilt to death betrays ; 
With His ftripes our flefh He faveth, 
Us from Hell His forrows raife ; 
He our bruifes gently laveth 
And our agonies allays. 


His riven Hands with might prevailing 
All our chains in funder force ; 

Of delight and health unfailing, 
Is each bleeding Wound the fource ; 

Hen the fpikes, His Feet impaling, 
Clafp us firmly to His Crofs. 
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See! the foldier’s weapon cleaveth 
That death-ftricken hallowed Side ; 
Blood and Water forth It giveth ; 
Rich and ever-{ftreaming tide ! 
Water which our guilt relieveth, 
Blood wherein our crowns are dyed ! 


From thofe Springs divinely flowing 
Chrift! life-giving draughts afford, 
Thirft refrefhing, health beftowing, 
And hereafter our reward ; 
So with ceafelefs rapture glowing 
Ranfomed worlds fhall hail Thee Lord! Amen. 


@ dt LAUDS, FEAST of the FIVE WOUNDS.—( Paris 
Breviary.) 


Que Te pro populi. 
f) CHRIST! what peerlefs love 
Thee, innocent and pure 
Drew from Thy Throne above 
For finners, death to endure ! 
Of guilt how vaft the weight, 
Thou didft in man’s eftate 
Prieft Victim freely expiate ! 


The Nails which fiercely tear 

Thy fair and hallowed Feet, 
From Satan’s deadly fnare 

Our refcue make complete ; 
Thofe riven and bleeding Hands, 
Diffolve the ancient bands, 
Wherewith enthralled Creation ftands. 
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Deep in Thy teeming Side 
Is thruft the piercing {pear ; 
To bear us, far and wide 
It opes that Bofom dear ; 
Thence Blood and Water flow, 
On human fin and woe, 
Health, freedom, cleanfing to beftow ! 


O Founts of deathlefs life ! 
Wellfprings of Peace and Reft ! 
O Way with bleflings rife ! 
Into Thine inmoft breaft ! 
O faving rent benign ! 
Which cleft that Rock Divine 
Unlocked that heart’s moft loving fhrine. 


O Father! if our guilt 
Thine angry frowns excite, 
To thofe His Wounds Thou wilt 
We pray, avert Thy fight ; 
When Thou doft chaften Earth, 
To arreft Thy bolts of wrath, 
May He, our Judge, His Hands put forth! 


O Father! through His Crofs, 
His Wounds, His healing pains, 
To Heaven direé our courfe 
Where He in Glory reigns ; 
That with Thy Son to Thee, 
And with Thy Spirit, we 
May render thanks eternally! Amen. 
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@ In the FIRST SUNDAY in LENT, and DAILY 
up to the THIRD SUNDAY. 


Ex more dolti myftico. 





N folemn courfe, as holy lore 






7; 


ay Prefcribes, we keep the Faft once 










more ; 
The ten days, noted order meet, 


Ve Four times in myftic round complete. 


The Law and Prophets firft made known 
This rule to Earth in ages gone, 

Which Chrift, The Framer and The Guide 
Of Times and Seafons, fanctified. 
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Now ufe we in abftemious mood 
Difcourfe and drink and earthly food ; 
Curtail fuperfluous mirth and fleep, 
Strive clofe and holy watch to keep ; 


Far chafe all evil thoughts away 
Which erring hearts to fin betray ; 
No place for Satan, tyrant foe, 
To {pread his crafty wiles allow. 


Speak we in reverent awe to Heaven, 
Each cry aloud to be forgiven ; 

And, fo to appeafe His vengeful wrath 
Our tears before the Judge pour forth. 


How oft the fins we fhould amend 
Thy loving mercy, Lord! offend ; 
Pour on us, from Thy Throne above, 
The riches of Thy pardoning love. 


Behold! we here before Thee ftand, 
Frail creatures of Thy forming hand ; 
O give not to a ftranger’s claim, 

The honour of Thy glorious Name ! 


The flavifh bands of fin releafe, 
And all the good we afk increafe, 
So us unto Thyfelf reftore, 

To pleafe Thee here and evermore. 


Beftow our prayer bleft Trinity ! 

Grant, undivided Unity ! 

That all the gifts Thy Faft imparts, 

May profit our repentant hearts! Amen. 


fi r238.] 


AT MATINS, 


@. In the FIRST and SECOND SUNDAYS in LENT, and 
DAILY throughout thofe weeks. 


Summi largitor premii. 


a |ISPENSER of the gifts of Heaven ! 
{ Sole Hope to Thy creation given ! 






| Thy fervants’ prayers with favour 
greet 


yi] Devoutly offered at Thy feet! 


Our heinous fins the confcience {mite, 
We have offended in Thy fight ; 

O quickly may Thy cleanfing grace 
All thefe impurities effate. 


If Thou denieft, who can give? 

O mighty King! our guilt relieve ; 
And caufe us gracious Lord! this day 
To Thee with fpotlefs hearts to pray. 


Receive our tribute, we befeech, 

The Faft which Thou haft deigned to teach, 
That we with joy that myftic fare, 

Thy Pafchal Sacraments, may fhare. 


Beftow thofe gifts O Trinity ! 

Supreme and wondrous Deity ! 

Who doft for evermore abide 

One God unchanged and glorified!) Amen. 
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@ 4t LAUDS on SUNDAYS and DAILY through the 
two firft weeks of LENT. 
Audi benigne Conditor. 


pa=ee]| MERCIFUL Creator! hear! 
Y| Regard our mingled tears and prayer, 






/ i Heavenward to Thee devoutly fent, 
Z/2M\ In this our holy Faft of Lent! 


Heartfearcher kind! well known to Thee 
Is all our frail infirmity ; 

Repentant now we feek Thy face, 
Impart Thy bleffed pardoning Grace. 
Much have we finned in Thy fight ; 
Spare all who own their guilt aright ; 

In honour of Thy Name, once more 

To health our ailing fouls reftore. 





Grant that the body’s outward fenfe 
Be chaftened by fit abftinence ; 
That fo the fafting fpirit be, 

From every guilty blemifh free. 


Beftow our prayer, bleft Trinity ! 

Grant, undivided Unity ! 

That all the gifts thy Faft imparts 

May profit our repentant hearts! Amen. 


@ 4t LauDs in LENT.—( According to the Anglo-Saxon 
Hymnaries.) 
Fam Chrifte Sol Fuftitie. 
~q@ CHRIST! Thou Sun of Juftice! come 
q Pierce with Thy rays our mental gloom 
j With virtue light our fouls once more, 
And unto Earth Thy Day reftore! 





K 
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The time acceptable is here ; 

Make our repentant hearts fincere ; 
Convert us with Thy kindly care, 
Whom Thy long-fuffering mercies {pare. 


Grant that for all our deep offence, 
We offer Thee meet penitence ; 

That Thy benign and fovereign grace 
May thefe our heinous fins efface. 


Thy Day draws near, that Day of blifs 
When teeming Nature blooms afrefh ; 
May we rejoice therein, O Lord! 

To Thy fweet favour then reftored. 


Kind Trinity ! Thee evermore 

The Univerfal worlds adore ; 

And new create, by Thee forgiven, 

We raife this new-made fong to Heaven! Amen. 


@ At LAUDS on WEEKDAYS during LENT.—( Paris 
Breviary.) 


Solenne nos Fejunii. 


# HE folemn Faft of Lent is here 

And bids us fhed the timely tear ; 
The Prieft imploreth, and around 

a Sad voices through the temples found. 





But ah! no plaintive fobs and cries 
T’ appeafe an angry God fuffice, 
Unlefs the bruifed heart within, 

Be likewife penitent for fin. 
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No afhes ftrewn, no vifage pale 
Nor mourning garments aught avail, 
If while the body thus lament, 
The heart be not with forrow rent. 


Let tears o’er every cheek ftream forth, 
To mitigate His fearful wrath ; 

Left, all our fad tranfgreffions fcanned 
On us He lay His vengeful hand. 


O Judge! fo merciful, fo ftrié, 

O {pare Thy people to afflict ! 
Time for repentance while we live 
And a repentant fpirit give. 


Beftow our prayer, bleft Trinity ! 

Grant, undivided Unity ! 

That all the gifts Thy Faft imparts, 

May profit our repentant hearts! Amen. 


@ 4 TERCE on WEEKDAYS throughout LENT.— 
(According to the Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries. ) 
Dei fide quad vivimus. 
Sesaiesee HE Faith of God which we receive, 
The eternal Hope which we believe, 


] For all His Charity and Grace, 
4 Chrift in His Glory let us praife! 







Who was at this Third Hour of dread, 
A Vi&tim to His Paffion led ; 

And bearing meek The Crofs of Pain, 
His wandering fheep reftored again. 
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We therefore humbly make our prayer, 
That freed by His redeeming care, 
He from this world may us deliver, 
Who blots the record out for ever ! 


Glory to Thee, Great Trinity ! 

One and Coequal Deity ! 

Before all worlds began to be, 

And now and everlaftingly! Amen. 


At SEXT on WEEKDAYS throughout LENT.— 
( According to the Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries.) 


Qua Chriftus Hora fitiit. 


seems yd HIS Hour when Chrift our Lord athirft, 
= ; Was lifted on The Crofs accurft, 

E May He, as we His praife exprefs 

" Give us the thirft of Righteoufnefs, 





And hunger which of Him create 
He with Himéelf fhall fatiate ; 
Whereof enough to have is fin, 

And more to crave fhall Glory win. 


O may The Holy Ghoft infpire 

With gracious gifts our hymning choir ; 
Each carnal appetite to chill, 

And lukewarm hearts with fervour fill. 


Glory to Thee, Great Trinity ! 

One and Coequal Deity ! 

Before all worlds began to be, 

And now and everlaftingly! Amen. 
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@ 4t NONE on WEEKDAYS throughout LENT.— 
(According to the Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries.) 


Ternis ter Horis numerus. 





eH HE ‘Time of thrice three Hours complete 
| For aéts of Holy faith is meet ; 

Now in the Trinity’s bleft Name, 

8 The gift of pardoning grace we claim. 
Now the confeflion of the Thief 

From Chrift obtained a kind relief ; 

So may our prayers and praifes win 

For us remiffion of our fin. 


For Death is by The Crofs o’erthrown, 
And after darknefs breaks the morn ; 
So may our guilt be hid in night, 

Our bofoms glow with heavenly light! 
Glory to Thee, Great Trinity ! 

One and Coequal Deity ! 

Before all worlds began to be, 

And now and everlaftingly! | Amen. 


AT COMPLINE; 
@ In LENT up to THE PASSION of THE LORD. 
Chrifte Qui Lux es et Dies. 
2} CHRIST! Thou art our Light! our 
: Day ! [away, 
j Thy beams chafe night’s dark fhades 


i Who art Thyfelf The Very Light 
Thou fheddeft, ever bleft and bright! 
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Moft Holy Lord! we pray Thy power 
May fhield us in the midnight hour 

O give us calm repofe in Thee! 

A quiet night from terrors free ; 


May deadly flumber ne’er opprefs, 
No fecret foes our fouls diftrefs ; 
Nor Satan’s wiles the flefh allure, 
And make us in Thy fight impure. 


Grant that our eyes due fleep may take, 
Our hearts to Thee for ever wake ; 
May Thy Right Arm proteét and guide 
Thy fervants, who in Thee confide. 


Look down our Guardian! O repel 
The Tempter, and his malice quell ; 
Inftruét Thy people in all good, 

The purchafe of Thy precious Blood. 


Remember Lord ! our griefs, we pray, 
Pent in this cumbering corfe of clay ; 
Thou! Who doft e’er our fouls defend, 
Be with us our Eternal Friend! 


To God The Father Glory be! 

Like Glory Only Son! to Thee! 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and for ever as is meet! Amen. 


@ At ComMPLINE during LENT.—(Paris Breviary.) 
O Splendor Eterni Patris ! 
¥4 BRIGHTNESS of Thy Father! Ray 
Eternal! Chrift The Very Day! 
Thou pure effulgence of The Light ! 
3} O put our mental fhades to flight! 
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The radiance of The Sun is gone, 
The darknefs in its turn comes on ; 
The day Thou haft with favour blett, 
Beftow a night of peaceful reft. 


The wearied eye let flumber fteep, 
The mind with Thee its vigil keep ; 
Thy mighty arm O Lord! extend, 
And us Thy loving flock defend. 


The flefh with its encumbering load, 
Retards us on our earthly road ; 

O fet the fpirit’s pinions free 

To wing its Heavenward flight to Thee! 
Our Only Hope! O Chrift do Thou 
Give ear unto our fuppliant vow ; 

Be all Thine aid on us beftowed 

For whom Thy Blood, a ranfom, flowed. 
To God The Father Glory be, 

Like Glory Only Son! to Thee ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ 4t FIRST VESPERS in the THIRD SUNDAY 
in LENT and DAILY up to THE PASSION of THE 
LORD. 


Ecce tempus idoneum. 






fo be=]|ZHOLD ! the accepted time appear ; 

BN) H The medicine for our fins is here, 

H By which in heart and work and word, 
BA] We have offended Thee our God! 
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How kind, and merciful, His care, 
Who hath till now vouchfafed to {pare ; 
Nor would, that loft and unforgiven, 
We fhould from Him in guilt be driven. 


Before Him now with flowing tear, 
With Faft and penitential prayer 
We fall, and works of mercy meet 
Devoutly offer at His feet. 

So may He purge us from all ill, 

So with adorning virtues fill, 

And with the Angel hoft unite, 
For ever in the realms of light. 

All bleffing Father! unto Thee ! 
Like bleffing Only Son! to Thee, 
And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


@ At FIRST VESPERS (according to York ufe) on the 


THIRD SUNDAY in LENT and DAILY up to THE 
PASSION. 


Fam ter quaternis trabitur. 





¥@4 OW thrice four hours have pafled away, 
y And unto eve declines the day ; 
Wd The finking Sun proclaims, that light 
Again muft yield unto the night. 


We therefore with the holy Sign 
Would fafely guard our bofom’s fhrine ; 
Left that deceiving Serpent dare, 

To intrude his hateful prefence there. 
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Firm let the watchful foul be ftayed 
In Chaftity’s bright arms arrayed ; 

And, Sobernefs her comrade meet, 

The affaults of every foe defeat. 


O ne’er may furfeit dull the fenfe, 
Or ftir within the flefh offence ; 
No floth the unwary foul beguile ; 
Nor aught its purity defile. 


Beftow our prayer Bleft Trinity ! 

Grant Undivided Unity ! 

That all the gifts Thy Faft imparts, 

May profit our repentant hearts! Amen. 


@ 4t MATINS im LENT on the THIRD SUNDAY 
and DAILY up to THE PASSION. 


Clarum decus Fejunii. 


mye ETAT honour hath the Faft of Lent! 
PR = Which Heaven itfelf toEarth conveyed ; 
# And Chrift, Who framed the firmament, 
= By His own Faft hath facred made. 


So Mofes, dear to God, became 
The chofen herald of His law ; 
Elias thus, on car of flame 
Exalted, God’s own prefence faw. 





So Daniel, lion conqueror, knew 
God’s myfteries in coming years ; 

So John, the Bridegroom’s comrade true, 
Renowned in holy lore appears. 
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O help us, God of love! we pray, 
Their paths of abftinence to choofe ; 
With fortitude our fouls array, 
And joy through every heart diffufe. 


Grant this O Father! through The Son; 
Grant this for Thy fair Spirit’s fake, 
Who, Threefold Majefty, yet One, 
Of endlefs Glory doft partake! Amen. 


@ 4: LAUDS in the THIRD WEEK in LENT and 
DAILY up to THE PASSION. 


Fefu Quadrigenaria. 
ESU! Who this our Lenten tide 
Of abftinence hath fan@ified ; 
j And, helplefs fouls from death to fave 
This Faft, a facred medicine, gave ; 





That holy difcipline once more 
Might yet to Paradife reftore 

Thy creatures, whom enticing luft 
Had down to endlefs ruin thrutt ; 


Be with Thy Church, in faving power, 
In this her penitential hour, 

When, for the fins of bygone days, 
She in remorfe and forrow prays. 


O Lord! to all our paft offence 

Thy gracious pardon now difpenfe ; 
Henceforward, kindeft Guardian! deign 
To keep us from thofe fins again. 
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So cleanfed in fpirit in Thine eyes, 
By this our fafting facrifice, 

May we Thy Pafchal joys prepare, 
With meet and reverent love to fhare. 


May this, O Father! through The Son 

For Thy Good Spirit’s fake, be done, 
Adored through all Eternity, 

In Honour One, in Perfon Three! Amen. 


@ 4t VESPERS in LENT (according to Worcefter ufe). 
Deus Pater piiffime. 


p——e—y| GOD! O Father kind and betft! 
Wy: 
Wel What we fhould afk of Thee, fuggett ; 


> 





And when Thy fervants rightly pray 
O ne’er Thy loving gifts delay. 


A heart in penitence brought low, 
And ftreams of forrowing tears beftow, 
To wafh the finful confcience clear 
From all the fhame and guilt we fear. 


The Grace of Faith in us renew, 
And with unfailing ftrength endue ; 
So ne’er our conftancy fhall fail, 
Though very Antichrift affail. 


Grant us pure Wifdom to attain, 
And fervent Charity to gain ; 

O fureft Heaven-defcended fign ! 

Of them that pleafe Thy will divine. 
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Now Thy fweet promife we believe, 

How they that afk fhall more receive ; 
So may Thine own free mercy grant, 
All other gifts Thy fervants want. 


All Glory, Majefty, and Power, 
Through countlefs ages evermore, 

To Thee, O Father! Son! to Thee, 
And Spirit Paraclete! fhall be! Amen. 








AT FIRST VESPERS, 


@ On SUNDAY in THE PASSION of THE LORD 
and DAILY up to THE SUPPER of THE LORD. 


Vexilla Regis prodeunt. 





=py| LIE Royal Banner forward goes, 

%| The myftic Crofs refulgent glows, 
Where He in flefh, our flefh Who 
j made 

a} Upon the Tree of pain is laid. 
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Behold! the nails, with anguifh fierce, 
His outftretched hands and vitals pierce ! 
Here, our redemption to obtain, 

The Mighty Sacrifice was flain ! 


Here the fell fpear His wounded Side 
With ruthlefs onfet opened wide ; 

To wafh us in that cleanfing flood, 
Thence mingled Water flowed and Blood. 


Fulfilled is all that David told 

In true prophetic fong of old: 

“Unto the nations, Lo!” faith he 

«* Our God hath reigned from the Tree! ” 


O Tree! in radiant beauty bright, 
With regal purple meetly dight, 

Thou chofen Stem! divinely graced, 
Which hath thofe holy Limbs embraced ! 


How bleft thine arms beyond compare! 
Which Earth’s eternal Ranfom bare ; 
That Balance where His Body laid, 

The fpoil of vanquifhed Hell outweighed ! 


Hail! wondrous Altar! Viétim hail! 
Thy glorious Paffion fhall avail, 
Where death Life’s very Self endured, 
Yet life by that fame Death fecured ! 


Thee Mighty Trinity ! One God ! 

Let every living creature laud ; 

Whom by The Crofs Thou doft deliver, 

O guide and govern now and ever! Amen. 
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@ 4 VESPERS, SATURDAY and SUNDAY in tbe 
FOURTH WEEK of LENT.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Fando Quis audivit ? Dei. 


WHO can hear? what tongue report 
The mighty deeds which God hath wrought ? 
4) With awe the trembling fpirit quails, 
$ : Faith halts aftounded, utterance fails ! 





O Jefu! Lamb without a ftain! 
Before the world’s foundation {lain ! 
Victim ! by ancient rites forefhewn, 
Thou longeft for our guilt to atone. 


But ah! on earth why art Thou laid? 
Why thus with anxious fear difmayed ? 
What meaneth that enfanguined dew 
Which doth Thy trembling frame imbrue ? 


Tis human guilt, tremendous weight ! 
Whofe horrors all Thy Spirit fate ; 

For fuffering in the finner’s ftead 

Thou doft Thy Father’s vengeance dread. 


From that fad Cup Thy fenfes fhrink, 
Which Thou unto the dregs muft drink, 
Or elfe that deadly draught remain, 

For us through endlefs years to drain. 


But love fhall conquer all Thy fear, 
Thou fhalt Thy Father’s will revere ; 
Alone, for us, of ‘Thy free will 
Thou yieldeft to the powers of Hell ! 
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And now to fhame, and fcorn, and force, 
The Scourge, the thorny Crown, the Crofs, 
Atoning blood-ftained Victim ! Thou 

Doft all Thy facred Perfon vow! 


To God Who gave His Only Son! 

To Him, The Offering, Praife be done ; 
Like Praife O Holy Ghoft ! to Thee, 
Enkindling that pure Altar, be! Amen. 


AT COMPLINE, 


@ SUNDAY in THE PASSION and DAILY up to 
THE SUPPER of THE LORD. 


Cultor Dei memento. 


HILD of God! remember thou 
Sacred Dew is on thy brow ; 
Thee the Font doth new create, 
Chrifm and Laver renovate. 





Bae mJ} When fleep calls thee, ere thy head 
On thy couch is chaftely laid, 
Face and bofom duly fign 
With the figured Crofs divine. 


Crofs, which from pollution fhields, 
Crofs, whereto the darknefs yields ; 
Hallowed by whofe fymbol bleft 
Calmly fhall the fpirit reft. 
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Vexing dreams! far diftant fly ! 


Evil vifions ! rove not nigh! 
Arch deceiver! hence! avaunt ! 
Ceafe with craft our paths to haunt. 


Serpent! who with many a wile, 
And with thoufand folds of guile, 
Doft with fraudful art deceive, 
And each pious bofom grieve ; 


Hence! for Chrift Himfelf is near, 
Hafte! depart! for Chrift is here ; 
Lo! The Sign which well ye knew 
Scares thee and thy rebel crew. 


Now the body fpent with toil 

Sinks to wonted reft awhile ; 

But to Chrift our thoughts fhall keep 
Faithful in the hours of fleep. 


Glory to The Father be, 

Chrift True King! the like to Thee ! 
And unto The Paraclete, 
Throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


AT MATINS, 


@ On SUNDAY in THE PASSION of THE LORD 
and DAILY up to THE SUPPER of THE LORD. 
Pange lingua gloriofi Prelium. 

Zi MY tongue! rehearfe the glory 
Of that famed and wondrous war ; 
| Over the Crofs, viétorious ‘Trophy, 
g Now Thy lays triumphant pour ; 
4 Where, though flain, the Saviour nobly 
~  Vanquifhed Hell for evermore. 
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He, for our firft father mourning 
Captive in the toils of Hell, 

Who, the fatal apple tafting, 
Lured, to Death a victim fell, 

Did that Tree in mercy marking, 
All its baneful power difpel. 


‘Thus the work of man’s falvation 
Muft in order be complete ; 
Thus the craft of the temptation 

Foil the tempter’s own deceit 5 
And the foe bring reparation 
His own mifchief to defeat. 


So, the appointed Time arriving, 
On that confecrated Morn, 

From The Father’s bofom iffuing, 
Made our Flefh, of Glory fhorn, 

From a Virgin’s womb proceeding 
Was the world’s Creator born! 


Wailing, to the narrow manger 
See! The Heavenly Child conveyed ; 
In mean rags the Holy Stranger 
By that Maiden Mother laid ; 
Who in f{wathing bands from danger 
Hath His Royal limbs arrayed. 


Unto God Supreme be ever 
Glory, Honour, as is meet ; 

With The Son unto The Father, 
And The Sacred Paraclete ; 

Whofe are boundlefs Laud and Power 
Throughout ages infinite! Amen. 
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@ At MATINS on SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS during 
THE PASSION up to THURSDAY, THE SUPPER of 
THE LORD.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Opprobriis Fefu fatur. 


SU! by cruel taunts diftreffed, 

Beneath that burthening Wood opprefled, 
True Ifaac! Victim doomed to die, 
Thou climb’ft the fteep of Calvary ! 





With riving nails and geftures fierce, 

Thy Hands, Thy facred Feet they pierce ; 
Uplifted high, to worlds difplayed ; 

A wondrous fpeétacle Thou’rt made! 


Eternal Sire! how far above 

All praife was this ‘Thy boundlefs love ! 
To death Thy guiltlefs Son to give, 
That we, the guilty, ftill might live ! 


No blood but His of peerlefs worth 
Could cleanfe the heinous fins of Earth ; 
No hecatomb of meaner price, 


To avert Thy vengeful wrath fuffice. 
But now The Crofs hath foothed our pains, 


Releafed us from eternal chains, 
And in one covenant ne’er to ceafe, 


Linked Earth and Heaven in bonds of peace! 


To God Who gave His Only Son, 

To Him, The Victim, Praife be done; 
Like Praife O Holy Ghoft! to Thee, 
Enkindling that pure A]tar, be! Amen. 


[ 147 ] 
@ At MATINS in THE P ASSION.—( From an Ancient 
Englifb Hymnary.) 


Rex Angelorum prapotens. 


% Yet poor for guilty mortals made, 

@ That they of endlefs wealth poffeffed, 
Might fhare with Thee Thy Heaven of 
[ reft; 





Grant us to keep in hallowed courfe, 
Memorial of Thy facred Crofs ; 

And thanks to Thee devoutly pay, 

For Thy great mercy of this day. 

Thou! Who didft bitter fcorn fuftain, 

The Gall, the Spitting, Scourge, and Chain, 
And Death; and haft on us beftowed 

In endlefs life a bright abode ! 


Now radiant in Thy realms above, 
Remember us with ceafelefs love, 
And grant us with the Thief to rife, 
And tafte the joys of Paradife! 
O Gracious Father! now to Thee 
And Son, and Holy Spirit be, 
By Hell, and Earth, and ftarry Heaven, 
Fear, Adoration, Homage, given! Amen. 
@ At MATINS in THE PASSION.—From an Ancient 
Englifh Hymnary.) 
Rex Chrifte faftor omnium. 
ga=aee]| CHRIST ! our King! by Whom were framed 
4 y The worlds, and this Thy flock redeemed, 
} Hl Be to the vows and praife intent, 
#4) Which we before Thy Throne prefent. 
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Creator of the ftarry {phere ! 

Thou didft in garb of Flefh appear ; 
And in that lowlieft habit deign, 

To endure indignity and pain. 


Thouw’rt bound! in funder thus to burft 
The fetters of a world accurfed ; 

To imnocence Thy taunts and fhame 

A guilty Univerfe reclaim. 


Thy grace exhauttlefs and benign, 

Thy bounties lovely and divine, 

With peaceful violence, the yoke 
Which galled our firft forefather, broke. 


Saviour! they nail Thee to the Crofs ; 

And Earth Thou fhakeft in her courfe! 
E’en as Thou breatheft forth Thy Soul, 
O’er nature floods of darknefs roll ! 


Now in Thy Father’s Glories bright, 
Refplendent Victor! throned in might! 

With Thy bleft Spirit’s guard and ftay, 
Uphold us, Mighty King! we pray. Amen. 


@ At LAUDS on SUNDAY in THE PASSION and up to 
THE SUPPER of THE LORD DAILY. 
Luftra fee Qui jam peraGa. 
&,P_| OW are thrice ten years completed, 
Finifhed is His earthly courfe ; 
Freely to His Paffion yielded, 
: Born to fave mankind from lofs, 
See The Lamb, on high uplifted, 
Hangs a Victim on the Crofs! 
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His the Vinegar, Gall, Spitting, 
Reed and Scourge, the Nails and Spear! 
From His gracious Wounds defcending 
Flow that Blood and Water dear, 
Which Earth, Skies and Ocean laving, 
Shall from all pollution clear ! 


Faithful Crofs! of Trees the nobleft 

On this Earth that e’er have ftood ; 
None like Thee in all the foreft 

Bears fuch leaf and flower and bud ; 
Sweet the Nails, the Burthen {weeteft 

Which reclined on Thee, fweet Wood ! 


Bow thy branches, Tree of Greatnefs ! 
Give thy rigid finews eafe ; 

O relax thy native ftiffnefs! 
Bid thy cruelty to ceafe ; 

Spread thofe Royal Limbs with kindnefs, 
O’er thine outftretched arms in peace ! 


Thou, right worthily elected 
Earth’s Redemption to fuftain, 
Hatt a fhipwrecked world conduéted 

Safely into port again ; 
With that facred Blood anointed 
Of The Lamb for finners flain ! 


Unto God Supreme be ever 
Glory, Honour, as is meet ; 

With The Son unto The Father 
And The Sacred Paraclete ; 

Whofe are boundlefs Laud and Power 
Throughout ages infinite! Amen. 
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@ 4t MATINS in THE PASSION.—(From an Ancient 
Englifh Hymnary.) 


Autor Salutis Unicus. 


{HOU Only Saviour! Mighty Lord! 
Whofe love a ruined world reftored ; 
Blefs now O Chrift! in yearly courfe, 
’ To us the Glory of Thy Crofs. 





Who Spitting, Stripes, the Chain, the Spear, 
And cruel buffetings didft bear ; 

And will to afcend the Crofs of pain 

For us Salvation to obtain. 


Thus Death by Death was overthrown, 
Our Life recovered by Thine own, 
And Satan vanquifhed, crafty foe! 

The minifter of death and woe. 


All-glorious now, at God’s Right Hand, 
Thou doft a hallowed Vidtim ftand ; 
Hear our petitions! {pare our guilt, 
For which Thy precious Blood was fpilt. 


Henceforth may we unflinching run 
That holy courfe by Thee begun ; 
And, fhield from all offence and lofs, 
Lift up the Banner of ‘The Crofs! 


Beftow our prayer, Bleft Trinity ! 

Grant, Undivided Unity ! 

That all the Gifts Thy Crofs imparts, 
May profit our repentant hearts. Amen. 


fie 52-] 


@ 4 LAUDS in SUNDAYS and WEEKDAYS during THE 
PASSION.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Dum Chrifte confixus Cruci. 


s¥4q HILE on the Crofs, O Chrift! in death 
4 Thou heaveft Thine expiring breath ; 
O may we fix our mournful eyes 
Intent on that great Sacrifice ! 





The Serpent, with envenomed fang, 
Hath thrilled us with a deadly pang ; 
But foon as Faith a God difcerns 
Uplifted there, our health returns. 


There heirs of Heaven are born again, 
There doft Thou all Thy martyrs train ; 
And on this pledge of love profound, 
Thy Holy Faith fecurely ground. 


There with a virtue all Thine own, 
A Monarch feated on Thy Throne, 
With outftretched arms and welcome free 
Thou draweft every heart to Thee ! 


Affift us now, with eager feet, 

To hafte unto that Mercy Seat ; 

To embrace The Crofs; and in the wave 
Of Thine all-cleanfing Blood to lave ! 


O Hope of all the human race ! 

Thou Crofs of Glory and of Grace ! 
Deep rooted in our hearts remain, 
Therein for evermore to reign! Amen. 








@ ON HOLY THURSDAY .—( According to the 


Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries. ) 


Tellus et athera jubilent. 







Sv ET Earth and Skies rejoicing fing, 

Re The Supper of The Mighty King ; 

3 When the Firft Adam’s dying foul 

3 Was by the Bread of Life made whole. 


That Eve, when He Who all things made 
A Mighty Myftery difplayed ; 

His own dear Flefh and precious Blood, 
Transformed to foul-fupporting Food. 


From the High Feaft behold Him rife, 
A wondrous fight to mortal eyes ; 
The grace of lowlinefs reveal, 

And at the feet of Peter kneel. 


His fervant pale with wonder turns, 
When he The Lord of Hofts difcerns 
Down from the feftal board defcend, 
To him with cloth and water bend. 


O Simon! take the laver bleft! 
See myftic emblems here exprefled ; 
The Higheft doth the loweft bear, 
Let afhes then for afhes care ! 
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The Cleanfer, to the Feaft reftored, 
Pours forth the honey of His Word ; 
Yet notes the bafe and traitorous guett ; 
The guilt he harbours in his breaft. 


Fierce Wolf! doft thou, O Judas vile! 
This gentle Lamb with kifs beguile ? 
Thofe Royal Limbs to fcourges give 

By which the worlds are cleanfed and live ? 


But now the heart and flefh indeed 
From long captivity are freed ; 

He confecrates the Chrifm of Life, 
With hope for wretched mortals rife. 


To Him Who came His flock to fave 

From death, victorious o’er the grave, 

Father and Holy Ghoft be given 

All Glory both by Earth and Heaven! Amen. 








ECCE HOMO! : 


Exite Filie Syon. 







ag SYON’S daughters! hafte! for Lo! 
Wo The Prince of your Salvation, 

Like Solomon, in royal fhow, 

y: Comes forth unto His nation ; 

: ie A fhining purple Robe He wears, 

A Jewelled Crown and Sceptre bears! 


He is The peaceful Solomon, 
No laurel bough He {wayeth ; 
But Jefus, God’s Eternal Son, 
The olive branch difplayeth ; 
To rebels, pledge of endlefs peace, 
He proffers pardon and releafe. 


Refplendent is His diadem, 
But Ah! with thorns it teemeth ; 
The Red Sea nurtured every gem 
Which there fo brightly beameth ; 
Like lamps they glitter from afar, 
For drops of His own Blood they are! 
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The regal Sceptre in His Hand 
Which law to Earth delivers, 
Is yet no proud imperial wand, 
But e’en a Reed which quivers ; 
For He no rod of iron needs, 
To rule the hearts for which He bleeds. 


The Robe which heathens o’er Him threw 
With gorgeous colours tinted, 
Is but a beggar’s veft, its hue 
No Tyrian worm imprinted ; 
For He Who faid «A Worm am 1” 
Stamped with empurpling Blood the dye! 


Let us before The King of kings 
Bow down and homage render ; 
With Him defpife all mortal things, 
And earthly pomp and {pendour ; 
His Members bear His pain and fcorn, 
Whofe Head endured the twifted thorn! Amen. 





























FOR GOOD FRIDAY. 


@ AFTERNOON or EVENING. 


Stabat Mater dolorofa. 


gO! The Mother ftandeth fearful 

By the Crofs, forlorn and tearful, 
Where her dying Offspring hung ; 

And the piercing {word, deep driven, 

4) Hath, aghaft and forrow-riven 

All her foul with anguifh wrung. 
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O how fad and’ fore diftrefféd 
Was that Mother ever-blefféd 
Of The Sole-begotten One! 
How fhe grievéd, fo bereavéd, 
When fhe all the pangs perceivéd 
Of Her meek and Royal Son! 


Who could e’er refrain from weeping, 
That had feen Chrift’s Mother keeping 
Vigil, in that hour of woe? 
Who, upon the grief amazing 
Of that Son and Mother gazing, 
Mutt not fympathy beftow ? 


For His people’s fins in anguifh 
She beheld her Jefus languifh, 

And His limbs the fcourges tear : 
Her fweet Son from judgment taken, 
Dying, and of all forfaken, 

Yield to God His Spirit there. 


Ah, Mother! fount of kind affection, 
May I feel thy deep affliction— 
With thee all His woes deplore : 
With the love of Jefus burning, 
Let my bofom fhare thy yearning 
To bewail Him and adore. 


Deeply in my heart indented 
Be the ftripes which then tormented 
Him, Thy Holy Crucified ; 
All the wounds Thy Child which covered, 
And the pains for me He {uffered, 
Let my heart with thee divide! 
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May I with thee weep fincerely, 
With thee whilft I live, moft dearly 

For The Crucified condole : 

By The Crofs myfelf to ftation, 
And partake thy lamentation, 

Is the longing of my foul. 
Virgin! among Virgins peerlefs ! 
Mourn no longer fad and cheerlefs ; 

Be it mine thofe griefs to fhare : 
By His Death my life to fafhion 
All the forrows of His Paffion, 

And the Scourge with Him to bear. 


With His wounds fo penetrated— 
With The Crofs in fpirit fated— 
With the love which He has borne 
Kindling and enflamed, O yield me, 
Virgin! all thine aid to fhield me 
In the awful Judgment Morn. 


May the guardian Crofs direct me, 
And the Death of Chrift proteét me, 
And His nurturing Grace control : 
So when flefh in death fhall perifh, 
He with Glory decked fhall cherith 
In His Paradife my foul. Amen. 


@ ORISON of THE HOLY CROSS. 


Salve! Salve! Rex Sanéorum. 
4, AIL! Thou Monarch of Confeffors ! 
King of Saints! Hope of tranfgreffors! 
Crucified as an offender ; 

" Very Man, yet God of Splendour ! 
With tottering knees, with Soul oppreffed ; 
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O how poor and bare they made Thee ! 
When upon The Crofs they laid Thee ; 
All a jeft, and a derifion, 
Yet of Thine own free permiffion ; 

With members tortured and diftreffed. 


Jefu! Hail! Who life haft given, 
And in that dread combat ftriven ; 
Whofe dear limbs, by force extended, 
Were upon the Tree fufpended, 

All agonized, in fad unreft. 


On that Crofs, defpifed and bleeding, 
Racked and pierced, for mortals pleading, 
Let me near Thee take my ftation, 
Fill me with Thy confolation, 

O grant my longing heart’s requett ! 


Firft, with pure and deep affection, 
May I fly to Thy protection ; 
By no toil or foes affrighted, 
Saved and cleanfed, with Thee united, 
Fold me in Thine embraces bleft! Amen. 


@ Zo THE SACRED MEMBERS of CHRIST’S 
BODY. 


Ave Caput Chrifti gratum. 


Ave AIL! O fweeteft Head of Jefus! 
Wreathed with thorn; Whofe torture 
frees us ; 





= Grant Thou, that no evil doing 
Lure us to eternal ruin, 
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Hail! Right Hand, which pierced, in anguifh 
With that throbbing wound doth languifh ; 
At that Right Hand place us ever, 

Whom Thy Paffion doth deliver ! 


Hail! Left Palm of Jefus, Hail Thee ! 
See! with cruel hands they nail Thee! 
From our ravening foes deliver 


Us, frail progeny of Eva. 


Hail! dear Side, fpear-rent and bleeding ; 
Hail! {weet ftreams, from thence proceeding ! 
Through this life O may they fpeed us ! 

And to life eternal lead us! 


Hail! Wound, which Thy Right Foot paineth, 
But each contrite heart fuftaineth ; 

Oft as It Thou kindly vieweft 

Thou our hope of life renewett. 


Hail! Wound, through Thy Left Sole ftricken, 
Which doth fouls in virtue quicken ! 

Guard us, Thy protection granting 

From all foes our fteps fupplanting. 


Hail! dear Flefh, Which foes are baring 
And with ruthlefs fcourges tearing ; 
Ne’er from life, by Thee protected, 

Be Thy chofen flock rejeéted ! 


By the Death which Thou our lover 

Jefu! on the Crofs didit fuffer, 

May we rife to Light eternal, 

Where ‘Thou reign’ft in joys fupernal! Amen. 
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@ Yo THE WOUNDED SIDE of CHRIST. 


Ave Vulnus Lateris Noftri Salvatoris. 


LL Hail! to Thee my bleffed Saviour’s 
kind and wounded Side, 
Whence flowed of Water and of Blood 
the rich and mingled tide ; 





To us fad finners be it e’er 
the folace of our grief, 

Heal all the fores of guilt, and give 
our ghoftly woes relief. 


All Hail! that large and teeming Wound 
that blifsful Side within, 

O wash the nations from their guilt, 
and make them pure therein ! 


So from the fecond death of Hell 
fhall all Thy flock be free, 

And in the Vifion of our God 
our hearts rejoice in Thee! 





HOURS OF THE PASSION. 
@ 4: MATINS Hrmn. 
In Paffione Domini. 
gq HY wondrous Paflion Life, O Lord! 
y Hath to our dying fouls reitored ; 
; ‘ Y And e’er hall fweet relief impart, 
AIS ; To folace every aching heart. 





Ds SSSANG] Henceforth be in our memory borne 
The Agony, the bitter Scorn, 

The Thorny Crown, the Hour of fear, 

The Nails, the Crofs, the piercing Spear ; 
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Thofe facred Stripes replete with woe 
To which all gratitude we owe ; 

The Vinegar, the Gall, the Reed ; 
And death’s own bitternefs indeed ; 


May thefe our contrite fpirits fate, 
And with Thy love inebriate ; 

All grace and holinefs inftil 

And with the fruits of Glory fill. 
We Thee, The Crucified, adore, 
And from our inmoft hearts implore, 
Unto the Sainted Choirs above 
Unite us in Thy Heaven of love! 


All Laud and Honour be to Chrift 
Who fold, betrayed, and facrificed, 
Died guiltlefs on the bitter Crofs 

To fave us from eternal lofs! Amen. 


@ 4: LAUDS Hrmn. 
Chriftum Ducem Qui per Crucem. 


SHHRIST our Leader, and Redeemer 
By His own Crofs from foes and fhame, 





# Brethren pouring ftrains adoring 
eos Tet us now welcome with acclaim. 


By the deep woe of Thy death throe, 

By all the Blood which Thou haft fhed, 
By ‘Thine Unétion to compunétion 

O Jefu! may our hearts be led. 


By thofe blifsful fears diftrefsful, 
Spittings, {courgings, ftripes, and pain ; 
Endlefs pleafure without meafure 
Chrift ! for our ranfomed fouls obtain ! 
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Sad and tender our hearts render, 

With thofe Thy gory wounds and tears ; 
Therein laving us and faving 

Thou Ruler of the ftarry {pheres! 


To the fafhion of Thy Paffion 
Saviour our contrite hearts incline ! 
Faithful giving ever-living 
Joys Supernal and Divine! 


All Laud and Honour be to Chrift 
Who fold, betrayed, and facrificed, 
Died guiltleis on the bitter Crofs 

To fave us from eternal lofs! Amen, 


@ At PRIME of THE PASSION. 
Tu Qui velatus facie. 


m|HOU ! Who, though veiled Thy glorious Face, 
Watt yet The Sun of Righteoufnefs, 

Though mocked by bowing knees in {corn 
And with relentlefs fcourges torn ; 





We feek Thee in adoring prayer, 

O guard us with Thy favouring care ! 
And in Thy loving clemency 

Bring us to Glory and to Thee! 


All Laud and Honour be to Chrift 
Who fold, betrayed, and facrificed, 
Died guiltlefs on the bitter Crofs 

To fave us from eternal lofs. Amen. 


[ 165 ] 
@ At TERCE of THE PASSION. 
Tu Qui hac Hora Tertia. 


HOU Who at this Third Hour of dread 
To cruel punifhment waft led 
O Chrift! whofe fuffering fhoulders bore 
The Crofs, that we might grieve no more ; 





A heart e’en fo to love Thee give, 
That we a holy life may live ; 

And win eternal reft above 

In Heavenly homes of joy and love. 


All Laud and Honour be to Chrift 
Who fold, betrayed, and facrificed, 
Died guiltlefs on the bitter Crofs 

To fave us from eternal lofs! Amen. 


* 


@ 4 SEXT of THE PASSION. 

Crucem pro nobis fubiit. 
4 HE Crofs for us The Saviour bore ; 
Thereon fufpended, thirfting fore ; 
Jefus ! Whofe facred Hands and Feet 
The Nails relentlefs penetrate ! 





Honour and Benifon betide 

The Son of God! The Crucified ! 
Who by His Agony and Pain, 
From exile brought us home again. 


All Laud and Honour be to Chrift 
Who fold, betrayed, and facrificed, 
Died guiltlefs on the bitter Crofs, 

To fave us from eternal lofs! Amen. 
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@ At NONE of THE PASSION. 
Beata Chrifti Paffio. 


a4 OW may Chriit’s blifsful Paffion ever 

7 Our fouls from guilt and woe deliver ; 
2 Through this to us, His flock, be given 
t= Eternal joys prepared in Heaven ! 

All Glory be to Him our King 

Who on the Crofs of fuffering, 

With thrilling cry breathed forth His foul 

And made a loft Creation whole! 


All Laud and Honour be to Chrift 

Who fold, betrayed, and facrificed, 

Died guiltlefs on the bitter Crofs 

To fave us from eternal lofs!| Amen. - 






@ At VESPERS of THE PASSION. 
Qui paffura Mortis dire. 


bAHOU didft languifh in Death’s anguifh, 
Sin’s galling chains in funder break ; 
Peace fecuring, it enduring 


O Jefu! Crown of Virgins, make. 





Ah! they fcourge Thee, and they urge Thee 
To drink that bitter cup of gall; 

Us relieving from fins grieving 
Thee King Eternal! Lord of all ! 


On us weeping here, and keeping 
Memorial of Thy dying woe; 
Confolation and Salvation 
Jefu! our Ranfomer beftow. 
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On the bitter Crofs’s Altar 

Rich ftreams of blood from Thee flowed down; 
King benigneft ! ‘Thou Who fhineft 

His Confort, on Thy Father’s Throne ! 


Blood of Jefus! to releafe us, 
Thou didft compel The Fiend to fly ; 


Henceforth make us glad partakers 
Of the flain Lamb’s Repaft on high! Amen. 


@ At COMPLINE of THE PASSION. 


Qui jacuifti mortuus. 





SH HOU finlefs King! Who ftark and dead 
| Within the rocky tomb waft laid, 
HO grant us there with Thee to reft! 

“= With all Thy living graces bleft. 


In mercy fuccour us O Lord! 
And by Thy faving Blood reftored, 
O bring us to that blifsful fhore, 
Where light and joy laft evermore! 


All Laud and Honour be to Chritft, 
Who fold, betrayed, and facrificed, 
Died guiltlefs on the bitter Crofs 


To fave us from eternal lofs! Amen. 
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THE HOURS of THE CROSS. 
@ At MATINS. 


Patris Sapientia Veritas Divina. 


IRCLED by His enemies, 

By His own forfaken, 

Chrift, The Lord, at Matin Hour 
SS For our fakes was taken ; 
Very Wifdom, Very Truth, 

Monarch long-expected, 
In the garden by the Jews, 

Bound, reviled, rejected ! 





@ At PRIME. 


See them at the Hour of Prime, 
Unto Pilate leading, 

Him ’gainft Whom with lying tongues, 
Witnefles are pleading ; 

There with {pitting and with fhame, 
Ill for good they render, 

Marring that bright Face which gives 
Heaven eternal {plendour ! 


@ 4t TERCE. 


«Crucify Him!” for His love 
Is their bitter payment, 
When They lead Him forth at 'Terce, 
Clad in purple raiment ; 
Lo! a crown of woven thorns 
On His Head He weareth, 
And The Crofs to Calvary 
On His fhoulders beareth. 
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@ 4 SEXT. 


Him unto the Crofs at Sext 
Daftard hands are nailing, 
Numbered with tranfgreffors vile, 
And defamed with railing ; 
Gall and Vinegar in jeft 
To His thirft they proffer ; 
To The Atoning Lamb of God, 
Such the taunts they offer. 


@ 4 None. 


«Twas at None His holy life 
The Lord Jefus ended ; 
Cried “ Eloi!” and His Soul 
Unto God commended. 
‘Then His Side a foldier fierce 
With a fpear divideth, 
Nature trembles, and the Sun 
All his fplendour hideth. 


@ At VESPERS. 


From the Crofs at Vefper-tide 
Foes His Corpfe are haling ; 
He within His Soul Divine 
All His Glory veiling. 
So for us in agony 
Life’s Phyfician dieth, 
- And on earth His glorious Crown 
Marred and fullied lieth. 
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@ At COMPLINE. 
At the filent Compline-tide, 
Holy hands array Him ; 
And, O hope of life to come ! 
In the grave they lay Him. 
Myrrh and Spices have they brought ; 
Scripture is completed ; 
Deep for ever be that Death 
In my memory feated ! 
COMMENDATION. 
Now thefe Hours Canonical 
Shall my tongue for ever, 
Unto Thee O Chrift! recite 
With devout endeavour ; 
May the love which for my fake 
Bore fuch tribulation, 
As Thy Paflion I partake 
Crown me with Salvation! Amen, 


HOURS of THE COMPASSION of THE BLESSED 
VIRGIN MARY. 


@ At MATINS. 
Matris cor Virgineum trina totum trivit, 


Y4 EEP the Virgin Mother’s heart 
Was with anguifh fhaken, 
4 When fhe knew her Son that night 
ARs By the Jews was taken ; 
And at dawn that He was led 
Unto judgment hearing, 
Many a fcalding tear fhe fhed, 
Sore diftreffed and fearing. 
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@ At PRIME. 


"Twas at Prime, her Only Child 
That moft holy Virgin 

Saw, by Jews abufed, reviled, 
And bound down for fcourging ; 

With the ftripes His Body torn, 
And defiled with {pitting ; 

With clafped hands fhe finks forlorn, 
For her Child intreating. 


@ At TERCE. 


Ah! The Queen of Virgins mourns, 
That Third Hour impending, F 

When fhe faw the Crown of Thorns 
Her Son’s forehead rending ; 

How to Calvary the Crofs 
He was meekly bearing ; 

Down amid the duft fhe falls, 
Woe-ftruck and defpairing. 


@ At SEXT. 


On Him, at this Hour of Sext, 
That fad Mother gazeth, 
As the foe upon the Crofs 
High His Perfon raifeth ; 
Thieves they piace on either part 
Gall as drink is given ; 
Sore fhe waileth, for her heart 
Is with anguifh riven. 
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@ At NONE. 


None! Her tears in torrents roll 
To behold Him dying ; 

And to God yield up His Soul 
On Eloi crying ; 

Then a foldier pierced His Side, 
And that wound difcerning 

Lo! fhe fwoons and finks to earth 
Soul-ftricken, deeply yearning. 


@ At VESPERS. 


From the Crofs, this Vefper Hour, 
Lifelefs, they are taking 

That dear Son, for Whom her heart 
Is with anguifh breaking ; 

At Heaven’s pledge, upon His bier, 
See! fhe fondly gazeth ; 

And with many a bitter tear 
That {weet Corpfe embraceth. 


@ At COMPLINE. 


At this Holy Compline Hour 
That fad Mother hurried, 

O’er the tomb her plaints to pour 
Where her Son was buried ; 
Fondly lingering there fhe waits, 
Nor the grave forfaketh, 
‘Till unto her arms once more 
Her rifen Son fhe taketh. 


573" 


COMMENDATION. 

Mother! may That Son Divine, 

Whom Thou waft lamenting, 
Promifed Bloflom of The Vine ! 

Pity us repenting ; 
Death repel, and fin and ftrife, 

And from Satan guard us, 
And with Crowns of endlefs life 

With All Saints reward us! Amen. 


me 
Nae Sie We 





HOLY SATURDAY: 
@ At THE PROCESSION after V ESPERS. 
Inventor rutili Dux bone luminis. 
Ray PRINCE of goodnefs! Who 
y Didft form the fparkling Light, 
And in fucceffion due 
Divideft Times aright ; 
Now finks the Sun, and o’er 
rk fhadows {pread ; 
O Chrift! thy brightnefs pour 
On every faithful head. 
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Though Thou with ftars untold 
Haft deck’d*Thy fane on high, 
And hung—a lamp of gold— 
The Moon athwart the fky ; 
By Thee Thy flock are taught 
In flint to ftrike the vein 
With hidden luftre fraught, 
The kindling {park to obtain. 


So man fhould bear in mind 
The hope of light and grace, 
Within His Body thrined, 
In Chrift alone hath place ; 
Who willed Himfelf to make 
Th’ unchanging Rock of Day, 
Whence we, frail tapers, take 
Our weak and glimmering ray. 


Great Parent! with thy gift 
Now glow thy Courts divine ; 
In creflets gleaming {wift 
The waving {plendours fhine : 
With emulating light 
They rival abfent day, 
And {eatter paling night 
With tattered robe away. 


So, Father! tribute meet ! 
Thy flock thefe firftling vows 
With dew of thanks replete, 
Prefent Thee in Thy houfe : 
Light, which of Thee has birth— 
Gift, ever rich and new— 
Light, whereby here on Earth 
Thine other gifts we view. 
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True Sight of every eye! 

Of every fenfe the Light! 
Thou Mirror inly nigh! 

Without Thou Mirror bright ! 
Receive the offering due 

Thy fervants bring to Thee, 
Rich with the peaceful hue 

And Chrifm of Charity ; 


Through Chrift, O Sire fupreme! 
Thine Only Son Divine, 
In Whom with cloudlefs beam 
On Earth Thy glories fhine : 
Who, Lord for ever blett, 
Thine own One Infinite, 
From Thy Paternal breaft 
Breathes forth The Paraclete. 
By Whom in Dignity 
Praife, Wifdom, Splendour joined, 
With Goodnels, Majetty, 
And Holinefs combined, 
Thou doft Thy realm uphold 
In Triune Deity, 
Throughout the years untold 
Of Thine Eternity. Amen. 






















































































FOR EASTER-TIDE. 
@ 4x ANCIENT HYmMn. 
O Filii et Filia. 
aax|HILDREN of men! rejoice and fing ! 
a The King of Heaven, the glorious King, 
O’er Death, to-day, rofe triumphing ! 
Alleluya! 


Bern YT was dawn, and fcarce the Sabbath 
When to the tomb and rock-hewn door [o’er, 
The fad difciples came once more. 

Alleluya ! 


peed 


For Magdalene, with loving care, 

And Mary and Salome there, 

To anoint the Holy Corfe prepare. 
Alleluya! 


An Angel robed in white they fee, 

Who fate and fpake unto the three, 

«©The Lord He is in Galilee.” 
Alleluya ! 


Now tow’rd the grave is Peter gone ; 

More quickly ran the Apoftle John, 

Firft to the tomb he hafted on ; 
Alleiuya ! 


That night the brethren met in fear, 

But Chrift doth in the midft appear— 

<« My peace,” He faid, “ be on all here.” 
Alleluya! 


Then they to Didymus explain 

How Jefus Chrift had rifen again, 

But doubtful he doth ftill remain. 
Alleluya ! 


«Behold My Side, O Thomas! See 

My Hands, My Feet I fhew to thee, 

Nor faithlefs but believing be.” 
Alleluya ! 


When Thomas, Chrift, indeed defcried, 
His Hands, His Feet, His wounded Side, 
«© Thou art my Lord and God,” he cried. 
Alleluya ! 
N 
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Bleft they whofe eyes do not perceive, 

Yet in Him fteadfaftly believe ; 

Immortal life they fhall achieve. 
Alleluya ! 

In this moft Holy Feaft, adored 

With joyful praife in glad accord 

Blefs we for ever Chrift The Lord! 
Alleluya ! 

And now devoutly at His feet 

For thefe His mercies, as is meet, 

To God our heartfelt thanks repeat. 
Alleluya ! 


Al BIRS EY ESEERS, 
@ SUNDAY THE OCTAVE of EASTER and 
every SUNDAY up to THE ASCENSION. 
Chorus nove Ferufalem. 

iE Choirs of new Jerufalem ! 

, Begin a new and {weeter theme ; 
And let the Pafchal Feaft employ 

|) Your tongues with melodies of joy. 






aos, When Chrift, the Dragon Fiend 
Rok) tien Vidor, from the Tomb ; [o’ercome, 
Far round His quickening Voice is fpread 

And unto life awakes the dead ! 


Hell, vanquifhed, from her ravenous jaws 
Difgorged, her ancient prey reftores ; 
Her captives, freed, in glad array 

Their Jefus follow in the way. 
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In glorious triumph o’er His foes, 
Auguift in Majeity He goes ; 

And far as Heaven and Earth extends 
All in one Commonwealth He blends! 


Meekly let us in fuppliant lay, 

His liegemen, to our Monarch pray, 
Within His Palace bright and vaft 
May He array us at the laft. 


Through endlefs ages unto Thee, 
Father Supreme! all Glory be, 

And Honour meet unto The Son 

And Spirit Paraclete be done. Amen. 


@ SUNDAY the OCTAVE of EASTER at FIRST VESPERS 
and DAILY.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Forti tegente brachio. 


Zeaq HELPED by the Almighty’s arm at laft 

N@] Behold the Red Sea’s channel paft ; 

V7 £4 Where He with matchlefs proweis broke 
atte Th? infernal tyrant’s hateful yoke. 







O therefore joyful thanks this Day 

Let us to Chrift, our champion, pay ! 
And round The Lamb’s own board unite 
Arrayed in fhining robes of white. 


There duly may His facred Fleth, 
And hallowed Blood, our fouls refrefh ; 
Enkindling there the fire of Love, 
That we may live with Him above. 
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Henceforth our Paffover is Chrift ; 
Our Lamb, our Victim facrificed ; 
As fprinkled with His Blood we ftand, 
The Angel ftays his vengeful hand. 


O worthieft Victim ! born to reign ; 
By Whom Death’s very felf is flain ; 
And crufhed before Whofe potent fway 
The gates of Hell difgorge their prey ! 


Chrift, from the grave’s departing gloom, 
To light hath iffued from the tomb ; 
Down to the Abyfs the Foe hath driven, 
And oped the Sanctuaries of Heaven! 


Chrift Jefu! may we die with Thee, 
And fharers in Thy rifing be ; 

Earth’s vain and fleeting fhadows fpurn, 
And with celeftial rapture burn. 


Praife we The Father, Praife The Son, 

Whofe Death for us the Glory won, 

With Him above the ftars to fhine ; 

And Holy Ghoft! like Praife be Thine! Amen. 


@ 4t COMPLINE, the OCTAVE of EASTER and 
DAILY to THE ASCENSION. 


Fefu Salvator feculi. 
mq ESU! to Earth The Saviour given, 
Word of The Father! Lord of Heaven! 
<4 Light of the light invifible ! 
wm ‘True Shepherd of Thine Ifrael ! 


Thou mighty Framer of the Spheres! _ 
Divider of the times and years ! 

Our bodies, worn with toil, once more 
With night’s foft quietude reftore. 
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So while in thefe dull frames of clay, 
Through life’s fhort feafon here we ftay, 
The flefh its due tepofe may take, 

The foul in Chrift be e’er awake. 


We pray Thee, now Thine aid beftow, 
Preferve us from the ghoftly foe ; 

To him ne’er be the flock betrayed, 

For which Thy Blood The Ranfom paid. 


All Glory, Lord and Saviour ! be 
Arifing from the grave, to Thee ; 
The Father and The Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


@ 4¢ COMPLINE, the OCTAVE of EASTER and up 
to THE ASCENSION.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Fefu Redemptor Seculi. 
‘Gee ESU ! Redeemer! Thee we praife, 
This Third and glorious Day of days 
f Whofe rifing Satan’s power o’erthrew, 
# And Death, the fell deftroyer, flew. 





While night o’er Earth its fhade extends, 
And fleep on every eye defcends, 

Do Thou the foe’s affaults repel, 

And fruftrate all the wiles of Hell. 


Give {weet repofe to foothe our care, 
With reft our wafted frames repair, 
And while the Body finks to fleep, 
The Soul from deadly ftupor keep. 
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Chrift Jefu! may we die with Thee, 
And fharers in Thy rifing be ; 
Earth’s vain and fleeting fhadows fpurn, 
And with celeftial rapture burn! 


Praife we The Father, Praife The Son, 

Whofe Death for us the Glory won, 

With Him above the ftars to fhine ; 

And Holy Ghoft! like Praife be Thine! Amen. 


At NLA DENS; 


@ SUNDAY the OCTAVE of EASTER and DAILY 
up to THE ASCENSION. 


Aurora Lucis rutilat. 





BP S|LGHT’S very Morn its beams difplays, 


Ts High Heaven refounds with echoing 





é praife, 
f) Worlds joyful acclamation raife, 
© Hell waileth in diftrefled amaze ! 


For He, The King of boundlefs might, 
Hath turned the infernal hofts to flight ; 
Beneath Him Satan’s empire trode, 
And pardon on the loft beftowed. 


He, in the rock Who prifoner lay, 
Clofe guarded by an arm’d array, 
See! in triumphal pomp is come 
Arifing Victor from the tomb ! 
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Now Hell’s laments are hufhed in peace, 
Its forrows fhall for ever ceafe ; 

For Lo! ‘ The Lord hath rifen to-day! ” 
Aloud the fhining Angels fay ! 


Now joy the Apoftolic train 

Who mourned their Lord, a Victim flain ; 
By impious flaves condemned to die 

A cruel death of agony. 


O Maker of the world! we pray 

In this our joyful Eafter Day, 

Do Thou the affaults of Death and Hell, 
From us Thine heritage repel. 


All Glory Jefu Chrift to Thee, 

Who rofe from death triumphant, be; 
The Father and The Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


@ At MATINS, SUNDAY the OCTAVE of EASTER and 
up to THE ASCENSION.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Adefie celitum chori. 


Za ESCEND from Heaven, ye Angel choirs ! 
y And ftrike with joy your founding lyres ! 
J # For free among the imprifoned dead, 

a4 Chrift from the tomb hath Viétor {ped ! 





In vain around, a ufelefs band, 

In arms the bafled warders ftand ; 
In vain His unbelieving foes 

With {eal and ftone the portal clofe. 
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O ceafe from that your needlefs care ! 
None hence that holy Corfe fhall bear! 
Of His free will His life He gave 

And freely fhall He quit the grave! 


With feal unbroken, fure He may 

From that dark chamber fpeed His way, 
Who iffued in immortal bloom 

Pure from a fpotlefs Virgin’s womb ! 


The Pagan cohorts mocked to fee 
Him hanging on the accurfed Tree ; 
«*©Come down” they cry in ribald tone, 


<«¢ And we Him Son of God will own.” 


But Thou, Thy Heavenly Father’s will 
Doft, e’en to bitter death, fulfl ; 

And, Prieft and Viétim, there alone 
For all the guilt of Earth atone! 


Thou from the Crofs fhalt not defcend ; 
But mightier far, The Sinner’s Friend, 
Though dead, Thytfelf to life reftore ; 


Ye nations! God’s own Son adore! 


Chrift Jefu! may we die with Thee, 

And fharers in Thy rifing be ; 

Earth’s vain and fleeting fhadows {purn, 
And with celeftial ardour burn. 


Praife we The Father, Praife the Son 
Whofe Death for us the Glory won, 
With Him above the Stars to fhine ; 
And Holy Ghoft! like Praife be Thine! Amen. 


[ 185 ] 


@ 4¢ LAUDS, the OCTAVE of EASTER and DAILY 
up to THE ASCENSION. 


Sermone blando Angelus. 


N accents foft, the Angel bleft — 
The holy women thus addreffed ; 
«© O hafte your rifen Lord to fee, 
For He hath gone to Galilee!” 


Now anxious they with loving fpeed 
To tell the Apoftles ftraight proceed ; 
When Lo! their living Lord they meet, 
And kifs with joy His facred Feet! 
When the difciples heard the fame, 

To Galilee they quickly came ; 

They hafte, with one accord, to gaze 
Upon their Lord’s beloved face. 





With clear and joyous Pafchal ray 
The Sun fhone fairly on that day, 
When His Apoftles Chrift, once more 
With their corporeal vifion, faw. 


To them His wondrous Wounds He fhewed, 
As radiant in His Flefh they glowed ; 

Then loud with joyous voice they faid, 
«<The Lord hath rifen from the dead!” 


O King of Mercy! Chrift! no lefs 
Do Thou our longing hearts poflefs ; 
So to Thy mercy all our days 

We'll give the tribute of our praife. 
All Glory Gracious Lord! to Thee, 
Who rofe from death triumphant, be ; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 
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@ 4 LAUDS, the OCTAVE of EASTER and up to THE 
ASCENSION.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Aurora Lucis dum nove. 

} HE orient beams of Eafter Morn 
The glowing firmament adorn ; 

Let Earth with joyous plaudits ring 

4 The Lamb’s victorious triumphs fing. 
He with His Blood, pellucid tide! 

This world from fin hath purified ; 

The Veil He rends, the Holieft lies 

Revealed unto our ravifhed eyes ! 





To Earth configned, the noble Grain 
Inert no longer may remain ; 

Scarce dead, behold It, blooming fair 
A rich and wondrous harveft bear! 


No more fhall death the flefh deftroy 
Sown in fure hope of future joy ; 

Our God to life the way hath led, 
Who rofe, the Firft-fruits of the dead ! 


So on the Crofs with Jefus flain, 
With Him revived to life again, 
Shall this frail body rife to reft 

In His all-glorious image drefled. 


Chrift Jefu! may we die with Thee, 
And fharers in Thy rifing be, 

Earth’s vain and fleeting fhadows {purn, 
And with celeftial ardour burn. 


Praife we The Father; Praife 'The Son 

Whofe Death for us the Glory won, 

With Him aboye the Stars to fhine ; 

And Holy Ghoft like Praife be Thine! Amen. 
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@ For SUNDAY at MATINS at EASTER-TIDE. 
(According to the Anglo-Saxon Hymnary.) 


Rex Eterne Domine. 


By CERNAL Monarch! Lord of all! 
Creator! upon Thee we call ; 
Who, ere Time’s being had begun, 
8 Wait with The Father, Equal Son! 







Thy hand, when firft the world had birth 
Formed Adam, living man, from earth ; 
And Thine own image, fair and blett, 
Upon his countenance impreffed. 


When Satan, of mankind the foe, 
Beguiled him into guilt and woe, 

His fhape in flefh, with kindly care 
For us Thou didit vouchfafe to wear. 


To Thee, The mighty Virgin-born, 
_ Awe-ftruck doth every fpirit turn ; 

Through Thee devoutly we believe, 

That we fhail rife again and live ; 


Who haft by Thy baptifmal leaven 
To us Thy pardoning mercy given, 
When by the bands of fin enthralled, 
And by accufing confcience galled. 


Thou for loft man didft kindly deign 
To undergo the Crofs of pain ; 

For him Thy precious Blood was fhed, 
The price of our redemption paid. 
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Thou, when the Temple veil was rent, 
And trembling Earth in terror bent— 
When rifing faints their flumbers broke, 
And from their tombs, O Lord! awoke ; 


The forces of the ancient foe 

Didft by Thy Crofs of Death o’erthrow ; 
The feal which on each brow imprefled, 
Shines, enfign of our faith confeffed. 


May’ ft Thou that noifome Fiend repel, 

And evermore his malice quell ; 

O guard us! that he injure naught 

The Flock which Thine own Blood hath bought. 


Thou, downward to the infernal gate, 
Once for our fakes didft penetrate ; 
Redemption from eternal woe 

On death’s doomed captives to beftow. 


To Thee our morning hymn we raife 
In mingled penitence and praife ; 
Forgive Thy fervants, Lord! and blefs 
All who to Thee their fins confefs, 


Thou art The Witnefs we believe— 
The Judge Whom man cannot deceive ; 
Who doft the ways of confcience learn, 
And all our fecret fteps difcern. 


Thou, too, of every human heart 

The One Omnifcient Searcher art ; 
Benign Phyfician ! making whole 

The hidden wounds which kill the foul. 
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Thou, at that hour decreed, fhalt come— 
To worlds affign their final doom ; 

And unto every earthly deed 

Award a juft and changelefs meed. 

Moft Holy! we Thine aid implore 

Our ftricken fouls to health reftore, 

Who with The Father, Mighty Son! 
And Holy Ghoft art ever One! Amen. 


@ At SECOND VESPERS, the OCTAVE of EASTER 
and DAILY, except on SATURDAYS, up to THE 
ASCENSION. 

Ad cenam Agni providi. 


{T° this High Feaft The Lamb hath made, 
34 In fhining robes of white arrayed, 
4 The paflage of the Red Sea o’er, 


=4 To Chrift our Prince we fing once more. 







Whofe facred Body was for us, 
Broken on the Altar of the Crofs ; 
And tafting of His rofeate Blood 


We live for evermore in God; 


Saved on this wondrous Pafchal night 
From the deftroying Angel’s might ; 
And refcued, a rejoicing prey, 

From ruthlefs Pharaoh’s tyrant {way. 


For Chrift, The Lamb without a ftain, 
To be our Sacrifice is flain ; 

And Very Truth’s unleavened Bread 
His Flefh, is our Oblation made. 
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O True, O worthy Sacrifice ! 

The infernal hoft defeated flies, 
Thy captive people are fet free, 
Life’s bleffings all reftored by Thee! 


For Chrift, arifing from the tomb, 
From Hell’s Abyfs hath Victor come ; 
Abafed in chains the tyrant holds, 
The gates of Paradife unfolds ! 


All Glory Gracious Lord! to Thee, 
Who rofe from death triumphant, be! 
The Father and The Holy Ghoft, 
Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 





“NV, .: \ Bs 








ATVWAUDS, 


@ THE VIGIL of THE ASCENSION and DAILY 
up to PENTECOST. 


Tu Chrifte noftrum Gaudium. 


2 CHRIST! Thou art our Joy alone, 
Exalted on Thy glorious Throne ; 

1 And ruling o’er the worlds below 

§ In blifs beyond what they can know. 
OF ei: We therefore pray Thee, gracious 
Forgivenefs to our fins afford ; [Lord ! 
And to Thyfelf, with quickening grace, 

Our minds and our affections raife ; 










That when in clouds, the Judge of Doom, 
Thy Glory fhall this Earth illume, 

Thou may’ft, remitting guilt and pain, 
Reftore our long-loft crowns again. 
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May all our joys unite in Thee 

Who then our great reward fhalt be ; 
In Thee may all our glorying reft, 

O King through endlefs ages bleft ! 
All Glory, Chrift! to Thee be given, 
Afcending o’er the Stars of Heaven ; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


@ 4t VESPERS in the VIGIL of THE ASCENSION, 
and at MATINS in THE ASCENSION and fo 
DAILY up to PENTECOST. 

Eterne Rex! Altiffime ! 
ae gC ERNAL Monarch! Lord Supreme! 
i Who us Thy people to redeem, 
| Didit vanquifh Hell,and Death defeat ; 
The triumph of Thy Grace complete ; 





ma} ‘Thou, mounting to Thy Father’s 
Hatt noe at His Right Hand, fatedown; ['Throne, 
Jefu! to Whom all power in Heaven, 

By Thee on earth put off, is given! 


There all Creation, threefold birth 

Of things celeftial, things on earth, 

And things beneath, Thy Word obey, 
And bow beneath Thy Sovereign fway. 


E’en gazing Angels as they hear, 

Of man’s eftate exalted, fear ; 

Flefh finneth, Flefh blots out the ftain ; 
And God, in Flefh, a God doth reign ! 
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Be Thou our only Joy O Lord! 
Who fhalt be then our great reward ; 
Henceforth may all our glorying be 
Through endlefs ages placed in ‘Thee. 
All Glory, Chrift! to Thee be given, 
Afcending o’er the Stars of Heaven ; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


@ At: COMPLINE in the VIGIL of THE ASCENSION 
and DAILY up to PENTECOST. 


Fefu nofira Redemptio. 


ESU ! Redeemer! Thou Who art 
Defire and Joy of every heart ; 

7 God, Framer of the Earth and Sky, 
Man, when the end of Time was nigh ! 





What mighty love, what pitying care 
Conftrained Thee all our guilt to bear! 
A death of pain and woe to endure 
From death Thy people to fecure ! 


Hell’s prifon bars Thy might fupreme 
Broke down, Thy captives to redeem ; 
Triumphant Vittor! feated high 

At God’s Right Hand in Majefty. 


O let that pity move Thee ftill 

Our fins and ficknefles to heal ; 
Forgive us, and our mental gloom 
With Thy kind countenance illume ! 


[ 194 ] 


Be Thou our only Joy, O Lord! 
Who fhalt on High be our reward 
Henceforth, may all our glorying be 
Through endlefs ages placed in Thee! 


All Glory, Chrift! to Thee be given 
Afcending o’er the Stars of Heaven ; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 


@ 4t FIRST VESPERS, ASCENSION DAY.— 
(According to the Parifian Breviary.) 


Opus peregifti tuum. 


e@ CHRIST! Thy love its work hath done! 
4 ‘Thy Death a boundlefs empire won! 

fi The glories which of old were Thine 

1 Recall Thee to Thy Courts Divine! 





Upborne on gleaming clouds on high 
The realms of Earth beneath Thee lie ; 
Set free, Thy captives bound fo long 
To attend their Royal Leader throng. 


The Hofts of Heaven admiring ftand, 
The everlafting gates expand, 

God Man! Thy triumph now to end 
Thou doit Thy Father’s throne afcend. 


There now, our Advocate and Prieft, 
The Refuge of ‘Thine own releafed, 
The Blood Thou didft for them outpour 
To God Thou offereft.evermore. 
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From thence Thou doft adorn and guide 
The Church, Thine ever-cherifhed Bride; 
E’en as a Soul Her Body fill, 

Her Life, through every member thrill. 


From thence, in many a battle-field, 
Thou fhalt her fons from peril fhield ; 
In warfare on to victory bear ; 

For Her the conqueror’s palm prepare. 


O Chrift! Who to Thyfelf, The Head, 
Wouldft have Thy faithful members led, 
Conduét us to Thy bleft abode, 

E’en in the path Thy feet have trode. 


Jefu! exalted high in Heaven, 

To Thee be endlefs Glory given ; 

Like Glory to The Father be, 

And Holy Ghoft eternally. Amen. 

At MATINS, ASCENSION DaAY.—(Parifian 
Breviary.) 

lege tellus Concipe gaudia. 
papper A|ARTH! Thy face adorn 
With promifed joys and {miles ; 





Thee this happy Morn 

. With Heaven reconciles ; 
Thy God His ancient wrath has put away, 
Thy Saviour enters the domains of Day! 


O Chrift! Who Victor 
Haft Death and Hell caft down ; 
Won by Thine own Blood, 
Put on Thy glorious Crown ; 
Proceed and reign, Thy regal fceptre take, 
The world unto Thee doth fubmiffion make. 
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Why, O difciples! 
Gaze ye thus up on high ; 
At your God rifing 
Far far above the fky ? 
As your Redeemer doth now Heavenward foar, 
Thence fhall He, dread Avenger ! come once more. 


Chrift! Thou Who fitteft 
Throned at Thy Father’s fide, 
To fhare Thy triumphs 
Us Thine own children guide ; 
Sore is the confliét ; all Thine aid beftow 
Thou Mighty Captain! to defeat the foe! 
Praife ye The Father, 
Who The Son to Heaven 
Raifed, and for a pledge 
Of endlefs life hath given! 
Like Praifes be to The triumphant Son, 
And Holy Ghoft, uniting Three in One! 
Amen. 


@ At NOCTURNS, THE ASCENSION of THE LORD. 
(According to the Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries.) 


Optatus votis omnium. 


fq LONG-DESIRED! O Feftal Day! 
Which lights the world with hallowed ray ; 
When Chrift of Earth, The Hope, The God, 
s@3 Returned to Heaven His bleft abode! 






Our God, afcending up on high, 
Seeks His own Throne of Majetty ; 
The exulting Heavens to His domain 
Welcome The Only Son again. 


“ 
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Victorious in the ghoftly war 

O’er this world’s prince, He evermore 
His conquering Flefh, with Glory bright, 
Prefents before His Father’s fight. 


High o’er the clouds The Saviour goes, 
And Hope on all His flock beftows ; 
To Adam clofed, before our eyes 
Unfolds the gates of Paradife. 


O wondrous joy of all the Earth! 

Man’s Offspring by a Virgin birth 

The Scorning, Stripes, and Crofs o’erpalt, 
Mounts to His Father’s throne at lait. 


Meet thanks henceforth let us renew, 
To our Salvation’s Champion due ; 

For He that Flefh, which here He wore, 
To Heaven’s exalted manfions bore. 


So, with the bright celeftial Powers, 
One common joy is theirs and ours ; 
Himfelf He unto them imparts 

Yet ne’er from us on earth departs. 


May we in this our mortal ftate 
On Chrift in holy converfe wait ; 
So live this life, that it may prove, 
A pathway to the realms above. 


Perpetual Laud and Glory be 

To Chrift The King of Majefty ; 

Who wends on high to Heaven His way, 
Where Saints in blifs rejoice for aye! Amen. 
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@ At MATINS in the VIGIL of THE ASCENSION and on 
the DAY of THE ASCENSION.—( According to the 
Ancient Englifb Hymnaries.) 


Hymnum canamus gloria. 


=Xq|[ NG we triumphant hymns of praife, 

“qi New hymns to Heaven exulting raife ; 

vy Chrift! by a new and wondrous road, 
~ Afcends unto the Throne of God ! 





In regal pomp He fweepeth by 
The lofty zenith of the iky, 

Who late, o’er Death a Victor, died 
By mortals fcorned and crucified. 


Behold! the Apoftolic band 
Upon the Mount of Olives ftand, 
And, with His Virgin Mother, fee 
Their Jefu’s glorious Majefty. 


Lo! how with glad and wondering fight 
They gaze upon His Heavenward flight ; 
With hearts rejoicing onward bear 

The King of Nature through the air! 


To Whom the fhining Angels cry ; 
«© Why gaze ye on yon ftarry fky? 
««?Tis Jefus, on this holy Morn 

<¢ Aloft in pomp triumphal borne ;” 


«Once more to Earth fhall come” they fay 
«< As ye have feen Him on this Day 

«This Jefus, Who His bright afcent 

<« Speeds o’er the glittering firmament. 
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‘© He haftes to mount His Heavenly Throne, 
© He takes the Kingdom for His own, 

« And thence again, at Time’s laft end, 
‘*'T’o judge the nations fhall defcend.” 


O! in that hour of dread, we pray 
Jefu! Redeemer! be our ftay ; 

With Thine who meet Thee in the air 
Unite us by Thy kindly care. 


May we, that Kingdom to poflefs, 

With fond devotion onward prefs, 
Where Thou, at Thy great Father’s fide, 
Doft in Thy Royal Court abide. 


There to our hearts, with joy elate, 
With Thy fweet Spirit fatiate, 

Shew us The Father ; to our eyes 
That only Vifion fhall fuffice! Amen. 


@ 4t FIRST and SECOND VESPERS, the OCTAVE of 
THE ASCENSION.—(Paris Breviary. ) 


Felix Dies mortalibus. 
4g) DAY with holy gladnefs fraught ! 
%; When He, Whofe Blood our ranfom bought, 
God Man! long clofed to mortal fight, 
Unbarred the eternal doors of Light! 





Let us, His members onward fpeed, 
Where He doth, as our Head, precede ; 
Knit in one bond of Union here, 
There in one Glory to appear ! 
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In Spirit, though enthroned on high 
He to His own is ever nigh ; 

Within His Body ftill refides, 

Its life, through every member glides. 


But Ah! that Day, that Day of dread 
O’er finners fhall confufion fhed, 

When of their crimes, Avenger ftern, 
He fhall from Heaven to Earth return! 


Guiltlefs, by guilty mortals flain, 
Behold Him at His bar arraign 

His trembling judges, Judge Divine ! 
And to an endlefs doom confign. 


From death defpairing man to fave, 
Himéelf to death The Saviour gave ; 
What ruin fhall the wretch affail, 

For whom that Death fhall naught avail ! 


O then let mortals ftrive intent, 
Their Saviour’s anger to prevent! 
And quench in tears of timely fhame 
The terrors of th’ eternal Flame ! 


Jeful Who Judge of Earth fhalt be, 

All Glory we afcribe to Thee ; 

So God The Father we adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore! Amen. 


) SNE 








@ 4¢ MATINS, OcTAVE of THE ASCENSION.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Senfus quis horror perculit. 

HAT terror every bofom fhakes ! 

4 ‘The Vault of Heaven in funder breaks ! 
; Around their Chrift, enthroned in cloud, 
™ The bright celeftial legions crowd? 






Awed by the trumpet’s call, to-day 
Mutt haggard death reftore its prey ; 
Before the Judge, Tribunal dread ! 
The Angels drive th’ awakened dead! 


At His Right Hand the juft are placed, 
And to the left the wicked chafed ; 

The Shepherd knows His flock ; the fheep 
He fevered from the goats fhall keep. 


Lo! feated at the Judge’s fide, 

They who their flefhly lufts denied ; 

And chofe bleak poverty to endure, 

With Him Who was for them made poor. 


 2e2n) 


The Crofs, offence to Jewith eyes, 

The Crofs, which heathen folk defpife, 
Which finners dread, the righteous love, 
Flames in the firmament above ! 


Whom to the Tree they dared to nail 
Him trembling they behold, and wail! 
His countenance His own fhall cheer, 
But chill the reprobate with fear! 


Redeemer! Chrift! ‘Thine own elect 
From Earth’s polluting wiles protect ; 
O fever from the unjuft our lot! 

And with the loft confound us not ! 


Jefu ! Who Judge of Worlds fhalt be, 
All Glory we afcribe to Thee ; 

Whom with The Father we adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore! Amen. 


@ dt LAUDS, the OCTAVE of THE ASCENSION.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Nobis Olympo redditus. 


apo N'THRONED in Heaven, Thy manfions fair, 
“1 O Chrift! for us Thou doft prepare ; 

And draw with gentleft cords of love 

eH Thine exiles to their homes above. 

There rich in bleflings Thou, O Lord! 

Shalt be our wondrous rich reward ; 

There for this brief and troublous ftate 

Eternal joys the elect await ! 
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With open face and ravifhed heart, 
We then fhall fee Thee as Thou art; 
In ceafelefs rapture on Thee gaze, 


And ever all Thy goodnefs praife ! 


E’en now, O fure and fteadfaft Friend ! 
Thy gracious Spirit hither fend 

Pledge of Salvation, from Thy Throne, 
To adopt and make us all Thine own! 


Jefu! Who Judge of Worlds fhalt be, 
All Glory we afcribe to Thee ; 

Whom with The Father we adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore! Amen. 





ON THE VIGIL OF PENTECOST 


@ And throughout the OCTAVE.—( According to the 
Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries. 


Anni perattis menfibus. 


8 YEAR’S {wift months have pafled away, 

The joys of Pentecoft are here ; 

4 At length returns the wifhed-for day, 

] Again believing hearts to cheer. 

Pie Zeenad ’T'was then The Spirit of ‘The Lord 
Filled wih celeftial joys the Earth ; 

His radiant glories all abroad 
From Heaven throughout the world go forth. 
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For thus the Son of God Moft High 
His promife to the Apoftles made, 
Afcending o’er the lofty fky, 
To fend His Holy Spirit’s aid. 
Now He by fureft proofs is here, 
Apoftles’ voices witnefs bear, 
And various nations far and near, 

In divers tongues His power declare. 
Saved by The Spirit’s wondrous grace 
Of Father and of Son beftowed, 

May we pour forth continual praife 
Throughout Eternity to God! Amen. 


@ 4t MATINS, SATURDAY the VIGIL of PENTE- 
cOsT.—(Parifian Breviary.) 


O Chrife Qui nofter poli. 


HHRIST ! Who in Heaven Thy palace gate 
Haft entered now in Royal State, 

Our great Forerunner ; hear our cries ; 

8 Invite, exalt us to the fkies ! 






With holy zeal our bofoms fire, 

And make us to thofe joys afpire, 

Which earth-bound fouls cannot conceive, 
But quick-eyed Faith alone believe. 
Where God, for all their toil and woe, 
Himéelf fhall on His own beftow ; 

With rapture every heart pervade, 

In all things All in all is made! 
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E’en now, from that Thy Throne of power, 
O Chrift! on us Thy people fhower 

The Holy Spirit of Thy Grace, 

To lead us to that blifsful place ! 


At God’s Right Hand enthroned in Heaven, 
Jefu! to Thee be Glory given; 

Whom with The Father we adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore ! 


@ 4t LAUDS in the VIGIL of PENTECOST.— 
(Parifian Breviary.) 


Supreme Rector Calitum. 
ELESTIAL Monarch! ftrong to quell 
The rebel powers of Death and Hell ; 
Who, marked with Thine own Blood, the way 
Haft oped unto the realms of Day ; 
Now feated on Thy Father’s Throne, 
From His Right Hand behold Thine own; 
O ceafe not to regard and cheer 
Thine orphans left in exile here! 





With whom, in pangs of grief and wrong, 
Thou travailedft in birth fo long, 

From Thy Parental bofom born, 

When by the foldier’s weapon torn. 


Now won by that Thy toil and pain 
Thou doft in endlefs Glory reign ; 
This Hour on every faithful head 
We pray, The Father’s promife fhed! 


Jefu! to Thee be Glory given, 

Enthroned at God’s Right Hand in Heaven, 
Whom with The Father we adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore! Amen. 
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AT, FIRST VESPERS, 
@ Ox the DAY of PENTECOST and at MATINS. 
Jam Chrifius Afira afcenderat. 







meg gO W ! Chrift above the ftarry fkies 
AG De 3) Afcended, whence to Earth He came, 
“4 His Father’s promifed gift fupplies 
The Holy Ghoft’s life-giving flame. 


SEY. OMY Behold the appointed Morn appear 
In folemn Myftery fublime ! 

Seven times fevenfold this earthly {phere 

Revolving, marked the bleffed time. 


Twas the Third Hour that facred Day, 
When thunders found o’er earth abroad ; 

And to the Apoftles, as they pray, 
Announce the Advent of their God. 


Then from The Father, Fount of Light! 
Shone forth that fair and holy Fire ; 

His Word in faithful hearts to write, 
And with celeftial warmth infpire. 


Now glow their hearts with facred joy, 
Now with The Holy Ghoft replete, 

Their lips new languages employ, 
God’s wondrous doings to repeat. 


Of every earthly nation known, 
Of Greek, Barbarian, Latin race, 
Doth every tongue admiring own, 
The marvels of Redeeming Grace ! 
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' And as their breafts this feftal tide 
O Spirit! with Thy gifts o’erflowed, 
So may Thy flock be fan¢tified, 
And Peace in this our time beftowed. 


Praife we The Father with The Son 
And with The Holy Paraclete ; 
O may The Son on us fend down 
The Spirit’s gifts and graces meet! Amen. 


@ 4¢ First VESPERS, the DAY of PENTECOST.— 
(The Parifian Breviary.) 


Veni Superne Spiritus. 






Z™ ESCEND, Celeftial Spirit bleft ! 

) qv Earth opes for Thee her thirfting breatt, 
; Made meet by Jefu’s Blood to embrace 
EAS4 The ftreams of Thy refrefhing Grace. 


From Chrift, exalted o’er the fky, 
To us His promifed gifts fupply ; 

Be prefent, all our hearts infpire, 
And cleanfe with Thy baptifmal fire. 


Thine orphans pity, here forlorn, 
Who their departed Parent mourn ; 
Soothe Thou our griefs, on human woe 
Who comfort canft alone beftow. 


The Myfteries which by love impelled, 
In wifdom, He on Earth withheld, 
Great Teacher! to His children grant, 
And in their opening minds implant. 
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May Truth, of old in types concealed, 

To few and chofen Seers revealed, 

Be now through Thee, with bleflings fraught, 
To all the liftening nations taught. 


Thine Unétion all Divine inftil 

To teach us; and Thy holy will, 
Which erft dead letters hid from light, 
Deep in our quickened hearts indite. 


Praife we The Father, Praife The Son ; 
So to The Holy Ghoft, in One 
Uniting Three, like Honour be 
Now and throughout Eternity! Amen, 


@ 4t LAUDS, Dar of PENTECOST. 


Audimur Almo Spiritus. 


we: UR prayers are heard; The Spirit bleft 
( & Defcendeth from the Father’s breaft ; 
4j And, Salve for ers alls and woes, 






What marvels herald forth abroad 
The Advent of our prefent God! 

A mighty wind, with rufhing found, 
Careering fills the Courts around ; 


Lo! falling from the cloudlefs air 
A glowing fhower, with fiery glare, 
On each difciple’s faithful head 
Like unto cloven tongues is fhed ! 
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The wondrous flames, with lambent ray, 
On every brow innoxious play ; 
Within by fecret channels glide, 
In every heart and breaft abide. 


Awe-ftruck, th’ aflembled Gentiles ftand ; 
They hear the tongues of every land ; 

New oracles new priefts infpire, 

Each fervent word is holy fire. 

E’en as they fpeak, on every brealt 

The Spirit’s mighty portents reft ; 

And Lo! a throng of Heaven-taught Seers 
To teach th’ aftonifhed world appears ! 
Praife we The Father and The Son, 

Like Honour Holy Ghoft! be done 

To Thee, Whofe influence to our hearts 
Celeftial Light and Warmth imparts. Amen. 


@ The DAY of PENTECOST. 
SEQUENCE. 
Veni Sanfte Spiritus. 


AOME! O.Holy Ghoft! infpire 
Hallowed thought and pure defire 
With Thy bright celeftial Fire ! 





Come ! Thou Parent of the poor, 
Come! Thy bleffed gifts affure, 
Come ! Thou heart-enlightener pure ! 
Comforter! with us condole, 

Kind Hoft of the pilgrim foul ' 
Sweeteft Refuge in our fears! 
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Thou, Who art in toil a Reft, 
Shade when with the heat oppreffed, 


Solace in this vale of tears ! 


O Thou Very bleffed Light ! 
Make our hearts’ receffes bright, 
Knowledge of Thytelf beftow ; 


For without Thy rays divine, 
Naught can e’er unfullied fhine, 
Naught efcape from guilt and woe. 


Wath all that is vile away, 
With foft dews our drought allay, 
Heal the wounds of Satan’s fray, 


Bend the ftubborn to obey, 
Warm thefe icy frames of clay, 
Guide the erring left they ftray. 
Grant Thou to the pure and jutft, 
Who in Thy proteétion truft, 

Of Thy fevenfold gifts the ftore ; 
O’er them Grace and Virtue pour, 
Open wide Salvation’s door, 

Give us joys for evermore! Amen, 


@ At TERCE on the Dar of PENTECOST. 
Veni Creator Spiritus. 


4 REATOR Spirit! Power Divine! 

| Come vifit all the fouls of Thine ! 

yj With Heaven-defcending grace pervade 
“x3 The breafts which Thou Thy‘felf haft made. 
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Thou who art named The Paraclete ! 
Rich gift from God’s own mercy feat ! 
O Fount of Life and Fire of Love ! 
Soul-quickening unétion from above ! 


Thou in Thy fevenfold glories bright ! 
Thou Finger of God’s Hand of might ! 
Who doft o’er lips the timely ftore 

Of God The Father’s promife pour ! 


Thy Light to every fenfe impart. 
Diffufe Thy love through every heart, 
The weaknefs of our mortal flefh 
With Thine unfailing ftrength refrefh. 


Drive far away the affailing foe, 
And all Thy holy peace beftow, 
If Thou be our preventing Guide, 
No mifchief can our fteps betide. 


Through Thee may we The Father learn, 
And know the ever bleffed Son, 
Sweet Spirit! and of BorH receive 


Thee, as we evermore believe. 


Praife to The Father as is meet, 

The Son and Holy Paraclete ; 

O may The Son to every heart 

The Holy Spirit’s gifts impart! Amen. 
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@ At SECOND VESPERS, the DAY of PENTECOST. 
Beata nobis gaudia. 


SW4 LEST feafon! which with gladnefs fraught, 
A) Again the circling year hath brought, 
When bright o’er each difciple’s head, 

The Spirit Paraclete was fhed. 





The lambent flames with flickering ray, 
The fhape of tongue-like forms difplay ; 
That eloquent their {peech may be, 
And fervent they in charity. 


God in all languages they praife, 
The Gentiles liften in amaze, 

And mock, as if new wine had fired 
The breafts His Spirit had infpired. 


Tis here all myftic figures meet ; 
The Pafchal days are now complete ; 
That facred number which fet free 
The debtor, by the law’s decree. 


O God of love! before Thee now 
Thy flock in fupplication bow ; 
On us from Heaven, in plenteous ftore, 


The graces of Thy Spirit pour. 


And as their breafts, this feftal tide, 
By Thy {weet gifts were fan¢tified ; 
Do Thou our fins, O Lord! forgive, 
And grant us in Thy peace to live. 


Praife to The Father as is meet 

The Son and Holy Paraclete, 

And may The Son to every heart 

The Holy Spirit’s Grace impart! Amen, 


[ 213 ] 


@ 41 SECOND VESPERS, the DAY of PENTECOST.— 
(Parifian Breviary.) 


Quovas Magiftu gloria quo falas. 


SAERALDS of your God! 
Hafte, where every nation 
4) Calls ye to proclaim 

All His glad falvation, 
Your Matfter’s Glory o’er the world to bear ; 
The Firft fruits of the brethren afk your care. 





O what rich return 
Straight the good feed maketh! 
In three thoufand hearts 
Root it firmly taketh ; 
And God matures the crop ; each teeming field 
Doth to His praife a wondrous harveft yield. 


Lo! in anguifh deep 
Multitudes repenting 
Tears of forrow weep, 
For their fins lamenting ; 
They long in Baptifm’s cleanfing fountain laved, 
From all their paft tranfgreffions to be faved. 


Nor on Judah’s fhore 
Doth this Fire tranfcendent 
Light alone outpour ; 
But where’er refplendent 
The circling Sun difplays his quickening beams, 
Each region with their peaceful triumphs teems. 
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Every idol fhrine 
Faft to ruin crumbleth ; 
Chrift with power divine 
Human wifdom humbleth ; 
Tyrants abafhed give way, and e’en, difmayed, 
The perfecutor’s furious arm is ftayed. 


Lo! the Spirit’s grace 
Forms a new Creation ; 
Look from Thy Holy Place, 
God of our Salvation ! 
And light within us alfo from above, 
Thy bright and renovating flame of love. 


Father! Son! to Thee 
Be Praife from Earth and Heaven, 
To Thee, Holy Ghoft! 
Equal Praife be given ; 
Who {ofteneft ftony hearts with influence fweet, 
Enkindling in the foul divineft heat. Amen, 
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AGE TR Sev. PERS: 

@ TRINITY SUNDAY, and at MATINS and VESPERS 
to CORPUS CHRISTI DAY. 
Adefte Sanfa Trinitas. 

=| E, with us Holy Trinity ! 
Ya) Coequal Light! One Deity ! 
Of all the creatures of Thy Hand, 
Supreme beginning without end. 





ES Fee OS: Heaven’s armies, with devout acclaim, 
nase and Laud Thy glorious Name ; 
And Nature’s threefold fabric Thee, 
Doth blefs throughout eternity. 


With heavenward gaze Thy fervants now 
To Thee in adoration bow ; 

O! with the hymns of faints in light, 

Do Thou our fuppliant vows unite. 


One Brightnefs we acknowledge 'Thee, 
The Same we worfhip wondrous Three ; 
Alpha and Omega we laud, 

And every Spirit hails Thee God ! 


Praife we The Father, born of none ; 
Like Praife unto His Only Son ; 

And Praife, O Holy Ghoft ! to Thee 
God Triune, yet One, ever be! Amen. 


@ At FIRST VESPERS, TRINITY SUNDAY.—(Parifian 
Breviary.) 
Ter San&e Ter potens Deus. 
"04 HRICE bleft, Thrice mighty Deity ! 
q Infinite Holy Trinity ! 
4 O everlafting Fount of Light ! 
I Thrice pure, in Whom all joys unite ; 
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True Unity! Eternal Name! 

One Truth for evermore The Same! 
O Sacred Love! Who boundlefs ftore 
Of blifs doft o’er creation pour. 


Around Thee denfeft clouds are {pread, 
Approachlefs fplendour veils Thy Head ; 
Adoring Angels long to gaze, 

Yet fear, on that terrific blaze. 


We too, Thy new-born flock proclaim, 
Thy One and ever glorious Name ; 
With conftant faith and fond defire 
To thofe Thy high rewards afpire! 


Help Father! give to do Thy will, 

O Son! Thy precepts to fulfil ; 

O Spirit! draw our hearts to embrace 

With eager love Thy gifts of Grace. Amen. 


@ 4: MATINS, TRINITY SUNDAY.—(Parifian 
Breviary.) 


Sublime Numen Ter potens term aximum. 


SYODHHEAD fublimett ! 





G4 Thrice great, thrice omnipotent! 
iN O comprehendlefs 

WN se OK: Light! vaft and pre-eminent ; 
One only Being ! 





God of Three incorporate ! 
. All Thy creation — 
Thee with praifes celebrate ! 
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Father! Exhauftlefs 
Fountain of The Trinity ! 
Son! of The Father 
Born, Supreme Divinity ! 
Holy Ghoft flowing 
From Them Both; All uncreate, 
Are One in fubftance ; 
Naught Them e’er can feparate. 


Threefold in Perfon 

In One Unity They meet : 
Son in The Father, 

Father in The Son complete ; 
And Both for ever 

In The Holy Ghoft abide, 
In Son and Father 

Which doth evermore refide. 


None of thefe Perfons 
Is in degree inferior ; 
None of them greater, 
Or in power fuperior ; 
Three, like in empire, 
Coequal in Majetty, 
None aught the other 
Excelleth in dignity. 


Maker of all things ! 

Living Father! Praife to Thee! 
To The Redeemer, 

Son of God, like Honour be ; 
And to The Spirit 

Who into our hearts doth pour 
Ardours celeftial, 

Glory be for evermore! Amen. 


[Pzmae) 


@ 4: LAUDS in the Dar of THE HOLY TRINITY. 
O Pater Sanéte mitis atque pie. 

4) HOLY Father! Gracious and benign! 
HO Jefu Chrift The Venerable Son! 
# And Spirit Paraclete! all Praife be Thine! 
Eternal One ! 
O Holy Trinity! firm Unity ! 

True Deity! Thou Goodnefs unconfined ! 


The Light of Angels and the orphan’s ftay, 
Hope of Mankind! 


All things ferve Thee which Thy Right Hand hath made ; 
Thee laudeth all Thy whole creation fair ; 
And we Thy praife devoutly celebrate, 





O hear our prayer ! 


Glory to Thee, Almighty God of Heaven! 

Triune yet One, Infinite, and Moft High ! 

To Thee be Hymns, Laud, Honour, Glory, given 
Eternally! Amen. 


q 4t LAUDS, THE HOLY TRINITY.—(From the Anglo- 
Saxon Hymnaries.) 


Ave colenda Trinitas. 


LL hail! Adored Trinity ! 

All hail! Eternal Unity 

ag] “I'he Father God! and God The Son, 
28 And God Fair Spirit! Ever One ! 
Behold to Thee this feftal Day 

We utter forth a thankful lay, 


For all Thy gifts of pricelefs worth, 
‘The faving health of all the earth. 





[ 219 | 


Thee, Triune! praife we evermore ; 
Thee the Eternal One adore ; 

So Thy fweet mercy, ever kind, 
May we our fure protection find. 

O Trinity ! O Unity ! 

Be with us as we worfhip Thee ; 
And to the Angels’ fongs in light 


Our prayers and praifes now unite! Amen. 


@ HYMN of THE HOLY TRINITY .—(From the 
Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries.) 
O veneranda Trinitas laudanda. 
pew, ‘Trinity revered! O worthy praife! 
BNI] Ineffably benign! Of Glory King! 
il Regard the prayers we make, the 
To Thee we fing. [thankful lays 





Thee we invoke, devoutly ‘Thee adore, 
Thee we exalt, O Trinity moft bleft ! 
From all our fins grant us for evermore 


Pardon and reft. 


O may we learn, with minds deyout and pure 
Meet praife to give Thee ; fo with grateful voice 
By day by night, each moment of each hour 
In Thee rejoice. 


Glory unbounded from all Earth and Heaven, 
Unchanging Trinity ! Sublimeft Deity ! 
Throughout all ages with one voice be given 
By all to Thee! Amen. 
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AT MATINS, 
@ In THE FEAST of CORPUS CHRISTI. 
Pange lingua Gloriofi Corporis. 






i|/PEAK, my tongue! the myftic glory 
4) Of that wondrous Body fing ; 


Which for this world’s ranfoming, 
Pee) Of noble womb and lineage bred, 
He The King of nations fhed ! 


Given to fave us, and born for us 
Of a Virgin without ftain, 
Meek in this world was His converfe, 
Sowing pure the Gofpel grain ; 
And in a wondrous form difpofed, 
He His earthly fojourn clofed. 


That laft Eve at Supper feated, 
With His brethren twelve reclined, 
He, the Law’s commands completed 
In food which the Law affigned, 
For Food to the Apoftolic band 
Himfelf gave with His own hand. 


[2am] 


The Word in flefh, by word, The Bread 
There to His True Flefh doth turn ; 

The wine The Blood of Chrift is made, 
And if Senfe cannot difcern, 

To affure each heart fincere, 

Faith alone fufficeth here. 


May we this wondrous Sacrament 
Venerate in reverent awe; 

And let the ancient Teftament 
Yield unto the new-made law ; 
And Faith enlightening aid difpenfe 

To the dulnefs of the fenfe. 


Now to The Father and The Son 
Be Laud and Jubilation, 
Power afcribed, and Honour done, 
Bleffing and Salvation ; 
And unto Him Who doth proceed 
From Both, equal Praife concede! Amen. 


@ 4¢ LAUDS, FEAST of CORPUS CHRISTI. 
Verbum fupernum prodiens Nec Patris. 


|HE Word Supernal forth proceeds, 
Yet leaveth not His Father’s fide ; 

Unto His glorious work He {peeds 
And cometh in life’s eventide ! 





By that difciple falfe betrayed 
To impious foes, and to the grave, 
He firft, life’s fuftenance and aid, 
Himéelf to His difciples gave, 


[ 222 ] 


On them in twofold form enfhrined, 
Beftowing Flefh and Blood indeed, 
He of the entire man defigned 
The twofold fubftance thus to feed. 


Himfelf at birth our Friend He made, 
Our Food at this His feftal board ; 

Himfelf in death our ranfom paid, 
Himfelf in Glory our Reward. 


O healthful, faving Sacrifice ! 

Which openeft wide the gate of Heaven ; 
When warring foes againft us rife, 

May health and ftrength by Thee be given. 


To The Triune and Only Lord 
All Glory everlafting be, 
May He to us true life accord 
In Heaven’s bleft home eternally ! Amen. 


@ SEQUENCE, THE FEAST of CORPUS CHRISTI. 
Lauda Syon Salvatorem. 


a AUD O Syon! thy Salvation 
‘Abatd| Shepherd! Prince! of Ifrael’s nation ; 

] High thy choral anthems raife ; 

; : All thy might and joy it needeth, 

f} For He all thy praife exceedeth, 

Thou canft ne’er exprefs His praife ! 





A rich theme of glad thankfgiving, 
Bread of Life bread everliving 
Is to-day before thee fet, 
From His hands with faith unfhaken 
By the twelve, we know, partaken 
In the Holy Supper met. 
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Here our new King’s table gracing, 
The new Paflover’s new bleffing 
Hath the ancient forms effaced, 
Youth decrepid age excelleth, 
Truth uncertain fhades difpelleth, 
Darknefs is by light replaced. 


What Chrift in that Feaft completed, 
He ordained to be repeated, 

His Memorial to our eyes 
Taught in This Great Rite He gave us, 
We The Bread of Life to fave us 


Hallow, a true Sacrifice ! 


This the truth each Chriftian learneth, 
Bread into His Flefh He turneth, 
Wine to His Moft Holy Blood ; 
What nor fenfe nor fight defcrieth, 
That a living Faith fupplieth, 
In Divine and wondrous mode. 


Under diverfe fpecies hidden, 
In figns to which we are bidden, 
Noble myfteries refide ; 
Blood made drink, and flefh there broken 
To our meat; yet in each token 
Chrift doth e’er entire abide. 


Severed not by him that taketh, 
None divideth Him nor breaketh, 
Whole His bleffed Self they take ; 
One, yet thoufands are receivers, 
What one, thoufands of believers 
Eat, yet Him they cannot wafte. 
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Good and bad the Feaft are fharing, 
Yet a doom unlike preparing, 
Life or everlafting woe ; 
Sinners death, the righteous making 
Safe their own; from that fame taking 
Ah! what different ends fhall flow ! 


Now the Sacrament is broken ; 
Doubt not; but think, of the token 
Every part, as He hath {poken, 
So much as the whole doth hide ; 
In the Gift there is no {ciflion, 
Of the Sign alone divifion, 
Nor in ftature or condition 
Changeth The Thing fignified. 


Lo! the Bread which Angels feedeth, 

Made that Food the Pilgrim needeth : 

Children’s Bread, which He concedeth, 
And to dogs muft ne’er be given ; 

Which each ancient type conveyeth, 

Ifaac’s facrifice difplayeth, 

And the Pafchal Lamb pourtrayeth, 
Manna rained of old from Heaven! 


Good Shepherd! Bread our fouls fuftaining ! 
Jefu! pity our complaining, 
And Thine aid ‘Thy nurture deigning 
Grant, that Life’s bright land attaining, 
We may all Thy Goodnefs view ! 
Who all things Almighty heareft, 
And with Food us mortals cheeretft, 
May we there when Thou appearett, 
Fellow heirs in friendfhip deareft, 
With Thy Saints the Feaft renew!> Amen. 
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@ 4: VESPERS, FEAST of CORPUS CHRISTI. 


Sacris Solemniis jun&a fint gaudia. 


$$) ET this our Solemn Feaft 
Ra With holy joys be crowned ; 
i QA And from each loving breaft 
# The voice of gladnefs found ; 
Let ancient things depart, 

And all be new around, 
In every aét and voice and heart. 





Remember we that Eve, 

That Supper laft and dread, 
When Chrift, as we believe, 

The lamb and leavenlefs bread 
Unto His brethren brought, 

And thus the Law obeyed, 
Of old time to the Fathers taught. 


But when the Law’s repaft 

Was o’er, the Type complete, 
To His difciples laft 

The Lord His Fiefh to eat, 
The Whole to all, no lefs 

The Whole to each, doth mete, 
With His own Hand as we confefs. 


He gave the weak and frail, 

His Body for their Food ; 
The fad for their regale, 

The Chalice of His Blood ; 
And faid, << Take ye of This, 

My Cup with life imbued, 
O drink ye all this draught of blifs.” 

se 
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That Sacrifice fo He 
To inftitute did will, 
And by a fure decree 
That Office to fulfil, 
To Priefts alone confide, 
To whom pertaineth ftill 
To take, and to the reft divide. 


Lo! Angels’ Bread is made 
‘The Bread of mortal man ; 
Shows forth this Heavenly Bread 
The end which types began ; 
O wondrous boon indeed ! 
Upon His Lord now can 
A poor and humble fervant feed ! 


Thee, Deity Triune 
Yet One! we meekly pray 
O vifit us right foon, 
As we our homage pay ; 
And in Thy foofteps bright, 
Conduét us on our way, 
To where Thou dwell’ft in cloudlefs light! Amen. 


Before HOLY COMMUNION. 
Eia, dulcis anima. 


ta ASTE my foul! Thou Sifter fweet 
4 ©=Who all my being fhareft, 
#4 For Thy Spoufe a chamber meet 
aixt ~~ Now fee that thou preparett ; 
For a kind and gentle Gueft 
To vifit thee intendeth ; 
All that Heaven hath fair and beft 
To greet thee condefcendeth. 
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He whofe prefence e’er imparts 
A Joy which paffeth meafure, 
He whofe friendfhip on all hearts 
Beftoweth boundlefs pleafure, 
Would poffefs this breaft of thine, 
With thee His fojourn making, 
With thee at thy board recline, 
With thee His Supper taking. 


Arife and run to meet thy Lord, 
E’en now His fteps are near thee ; 
Thine heart a hallowed fhrine afford 
For Him to dwell and cheer thee. 
O hold Him faft in thine embrace ! 
Let Him go from thee never, 
Tull with the fulnefs of His Grace 
He blefs thee here and ever! Amen. 





RHYTHM of 8. THOMAS AQUINAS before THE 

BLESSED SACRAMENT. 

Adoro Te devote, latens Deitas. 
ml\EVOUTLY I adore Thee, unfeen Deity ! 
{| Here beneath thefe dread Symbols fhrined 
J H in Myftery ; 

) Proftrate before Thee all my fpirit finks 
= s fubdued, 
Loft in the contemplation of ‘Thy plenitude ! 
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In Thee the Sight, the Touch, entirely are deceived, 
Only the Hearing may fecurely be believed. 

This, I believe whate’er The Son of God declared ; 
Naught verily is truer than God’s very Word. 

Upon The Crofs was veiled The Deity alone ; 

But here the Manhood alfo is to fenfe unknown ; 

Yet Boru believing and confefling, at Thy Feet 

What the repentant thief intreated, I intreat! [fee, 
Now thofe Thy Wounds, like Thomas, though I cannot 
Like him, my Lord and Saviour, I acknowledge Thee ! 

O make my Faith in Thee for evermore increafe ! 

Give me unfailing Hope and Love that ne’er fhall ceafe ; 
Divine Memorial of my kind and dying Lord, 

Thou Living Bread ! Who doft to man true Life afford, 
Grant that my foul for evermore on Thee may live 

And all the eternal favour of Thy fweetnefs give. 

Lord Jefu! loving Pelican! Thy children’s Food ! 

O cleanfe Thou me, the unclean, in Thine atoning Blood, 
One drop of which a ruined univerfe could fave, 

And pure from all pollution, all creation lave. 

Jefu! Whom here beneath a veil I dimly view, 

O with one bleffed gift my thirfting foul bedew ; 

For me within the veil do Thou prepare a place, 

There to behold Thee in Thy Glory face to face! Amen. 


@ Hrmn for THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. 
Chriftus! Lux indeficiens. 


HRIST! Light unfailing! with Thy Flefh 
Thine earthly children fweetly feed, 

And, draught Divine! our fouls refrefh 
a8 With ‘Thy dear Blood in all our need! 
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O Glory of the Courts of Heaven! 
O Joy of every faithful heart ! 

The Ranfom for Thy people given, 
The Pafture of Thy fheep Thou art! 


True Flefh Which verily we take 
The Virgin-born, of pricelefs worth ; 
True Blood, wherewith our thirft we flake 
Shed for the heinous fins of earth. 


True Word! Whofe Body here we eat, 
In this high Myftery fublime ; 

And made in holinefs complete 
E’en unto Heaven itfelf may climb. 


How {weet is this Supernal Bread ! 

How rich in Heavenly grace and love ! 
Man, of a {potlefs Virgin made ! 

King, of the glorious hofts above ! 


On This, as if on Angels’ Food, 
We banquet, O celeftial Fare! 
And, pilgrims on earth’s weary road, 
In a Divine Provifion fhare ! 


And Thou, Who that Third Hour watt led 
A Viétim on The Crofs to die, 

In anguifh there Thy Blood to fhed 
For us immortal life to buy ; 


For that unwearied love of Thine, 
By this atoning Sacrifice, 
O help us to thofe joys Divine, 
Our hallowed Heavenly home, to rife! 
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There with Thy holy ones to reign 
In blifsful Peace and endlefs day ; 

And in that bright, ferene domain 
The offerings of our love to pay. 


O let our hymns tranfcend the fky 
This feftal day unto The Lord ; 
May He His Eucharift on high 
For our Eternal Food afford! Amen. 


@ PREPARATORY Hrmn for THE HOLr Com- 
MUNION. 


Salve faluberrima. 


Peacg4 AIL! Thou Who from Heaven on high 
Ne Health to all ficknefs beareft ! 

| Hail! unto the darkened eye 

Thou of all light the faireft ! 


Hail! Defire which life tranfcends 
Of all Thy Saints departed ; 

Hail! Who to Thy loving friends 
Art e’er The loving-hearted. 


Hail! Thou Bread of Angels bleft ! 
Mott {fweet, and ever precious ; 

Hail! Who with divineft tafte 
Doft in Thy paths refrefh us. 






Thou in very truth art He 
Whom my whole foul defireth ; 

God and Man I worfhip Thee! 
To Thee my faith afpireth. 
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When in confcience or in thought 
Guilt or dark error dwelleth, 

Faith, by Thy dear prefence brought, 
All gloom and woe difpelleth. 


Make me all the fervour feel 
Of that Thy fire divinetft ! 

Now Thyfelf unfeen reveal, 
Who e’er in fecret fhineft. 


Let the clouds, which dim my foul, 
Before Thy genial {plendour 
Hence away far diftant roll, 
And leave it pure and tender. 


Come, O Chrift! King ever bleft! 
Come Thou our Confolation ! 
In my heart a welcome gueft 
Fix Thy glad habitation. 


May that golden fhaft of love 
Which once fo deeply {mote Thee, 
And from Heaven Thy Throne above 
Into this fad world brought Thee, 


Wound anew Thy tender heart, 
That Thou in Glory reigning, 

May’ft to me Thyfelf impart, 
From all Thy wrath refraining. 


Here Thy bleffed fojourn make, 
Fragrance and joy diffufing ; 

Reft in my fad bofom take, 
Therein Thy manfion choofing. 
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God of Love and Clemency ! 
Now to Thyfelf unite me 5 

And, tranfgreffor though I be, 
Ne’er in difpleafure flight me. 


Lord! of Thee this gift I claim, 
For this one mercy pleading ; 

For Thine ever bleffed Name, 
For that Thy love exceeding, 


Which erft made Thee deign to be 
Of our frail flefh partaker ; 

With grace and kindnefs vifit me 
Thy fervant, O my Maker! 


Choofe me for Thy dwelling-place 
O God of my Salvation ! 

Fold my heart in Thine embrace, 
Sweet Gueft, take here Thy {tation ! 


Think not how I am with Thee 
A vile and weak tranfgreffor, 

Rather how, made Man, for me 
Thou art an Interceflor ! 


By that mighty love which moved 
Thee on that Crofs afcending ; 

When thereon Thy limbs beloved 
Thou waft meekly bending ; 


So with loving kind embrace 
Caft now Thine arms around me, 
And by the bounties of Thy Grace 
Give proof that I have found Thee! 
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Hither come with joyful fpeed ! 

O hafte Thou here to meet me! 
Give Thyfelf to me indeed 

A finner, I entreat Thee! Amen 


@ Armn after HoLY COMMUNION. 
Saturatus ferculis Et cibis. 


SD with dainties from above, 

4 6 With holieft viands fated, 

KA Nourifhed by this Feaft of love, 
4 With Heavenly joys elated ; 





With what fitting gratitude 
Can this cold heart be glowing ; 
To Thee, Who art here my Food, 
On me Thyfelf beftowing. 


Now and every hour of time 
Let all Creation blefs Thee ; 
For this Feftival fublime 
Shall my whole heart confefs Thee, 


Who doft thus my fpirit cheer, 
My earthly portion fweeten, 

Life revive and darknefs clear, 
By Thy dear Body eaten. 


This through all my quickening veins 
a : 
Its facred vigour poureth, 
And unto my heart and reins 
Immortal youth reftoreth. 
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O! on what fweet Bread to-day 
Hath my rapt foul been feeding! 

How with thanks can I repay, 
Such love all thanks exceeding ! 


Now to embrace Thy facred Feet 
I turn with deep affeétion ; 

And with ftreaming tears to greet 
The Spoufe of mine election. 


Firm in faith Thy Wounds adored, 
I reckon with devotion ; 

And Thy precious Death, O Lord ! 
Partake with deep emotion. 


Feet and Knees, Thy Hands, Thy Face, 
Heart, Eyes, Side, Bofom, viewing ; 
There for pardon and for grace 
Bowed down and proftrate fuing. 


May they to my heart and eyes 
For evermore be prefent ; 

From my breaft refponfive fighs 
To Thee draw forth inceffant. 


For thefe and thine other gifts 
Whereof I am partaker, 

Tokens of Thy grace, I lift 
My foul to Thee, my Maker! 


When in my laft earthly day, 
From hence my fpirit flitteth ; 

And this failing frame of clay 
For aye departing quitteth ; 
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With that facred Flefh of Thine, 
And Blood, my foul deliver ; 
Wherein Thou, O Boon Divine! 

Of Thine own Self art Giver ! 


May It fafe from Satan’s hate, 
My fhield and rampart hide me ; 
And to the Heavenly City’s gate 
In peace and fafety guide me. Amen. 


@ In the FEAST of the DEDICATION of 
THE CHURCH. 


Urbs beata Ferufalem. 






=4| LESSED City ! Holy Salem! 

4} Vifion fair of Peace on high! 
Which, of living ftones refplendent 
]| Built above yon ftarry fky, 
és | With angelic hofts attendant, 
Crowned, in bridal pomp is nigh! 


Hafte Thee to Thy nuptial chamber, 
O Thou beauteous Spoufe Divine ! 

Decked and glorioufly apparelled 
There Thy promifed Lord to join ; 

Lo! her glittering ftreets and bulwarks 
With pure gold refulgent fhine ; 
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Bright with pearls her portals gliften, 
And her courts lie open wide ; 
Saints find ever there admiffion, 
And in endlefs peace abide, 
On this earth who with affliction, 
For the Name of Chrift were tried. 


Sculptured fair, divinely moulded, 

All her ftones, a fhining band, 
Each in its fit place adjufted, 

By The Almighty Workman’s hand, 
In that holy Pile compacted, 

Fixed in changelefs order ftand! 


Now the great and fure Foundation, 

Chrift, The Corner Stone, is laid ; 
Who both walls of feparation 

Hath, One Whole uniting, made ; 
Holy Syon is His ftation, 

In Him all her truft is ftayed. 


All that fair and noble City, 
Loved and favoured of her Lord, 

Rings with {trains of glad rejoicing, 
Echoing His renown abroad ; 

And her God, Triune and Only, 
Greets, in jubilant accord ! 


In Thy Temple, God Supremeft ! 
Now at thefe our prayers appear ; 

Of Thy wonted lovingkindnefs 
Here unto our vows give ear ; 

With the riches of Thy goodnefs 
This our earthly fojourn cheer ! 
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Here with fure and conftant favour 
Grant us each devout requeft ; 

Of Thy gifts, in plenteous meafure, 
Make us with Thy faints pofleffed ; 

Till in Thy Paradife of pleafure 
We attain our final reft ! 


Blefling, Glory, Might, and Honour 
In the Higheft, as is meet, 

Be unto the Son and Father, 
And The Holy Paraclete ; 

Whole is boundlefs praife and power 
Throughout ages infinite! Amen. 


@ For the FEAST of the DEDICATION of THE CHURCH. 
(From the Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries.) 
peg CHRIST ! Thou Ruler of The Univerfe ! 


Eternal Word! The Father’s Offspring dear! 
Receive our vows, the anthems we rehearfe 






With favouring ear. 


Behold, O God! how, thankful in Thy praife, 
Thy fuppliants here within Thy Courts rejoice ; 
And at the yearly Feaft adoring raife 
Their gladfome voice. 


Right hallowed is this facred Houfe of Thine ! 
Wherein Thy Church Thy Holy Body take ; 
And with Thy Blood their thirft, O draught Divine! 
Devoutly flake ! 
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Here renovating ftreams the ancient ftain 
Of fin wafh out, and fet the guilty free ; 
And chriften a new race of Chriftian men 
Newborn to Thee. 


Here health to fick, to wearied fouls relief, 
Light to the blind, to fin is pardon given ; 
Fear fleeth, and defpair and pallid grief 
Far hence are driven. 


Here Satan’s ravening infolence is quelled, 
The treacherous Fiend quails trembling, and difmayed 
Flies from the bodies he poffeffed, expelled 
To outer fhade ! 


This holy place is named the Royal Fane, 
Of Him The infinite Monarch; Heaven’s own door ; 
Life’s Haven, unto all that feek to gain 
That blifsful fhore ; 


Which tempefts ne’er can fhake, no wandering blafts 
Shall wreck, nor fadden clouds of evil doom ; 
O’er which dark Hell fhall ne’er appalling cat 
Its deadly gloom. 


O God! we pray Thee, hearken to our prayer 
With gracious ear, and us Thy fervants guide 
Who celebrate with joy and holy care 
This feftal tide. 


From life’s fharp cares be all our path fecure, 
Our days be glad, and peaceful nights beftow ; 
When Earth fhall perifh, O may none endure 
Eternal woe ! 
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So fhall this Morn, when hallowed to Thy praife 
This Altar was erected, be the fource 
Of lafting joys, and flourifh long as days 
Shall hold their courfe! Amen. 


AT FIRST- VESPERS, 
@ THE TRANSFIGURATION. 


Celeftis formam Gloria. 


4 GLORIOUS {fcene, and pafling fair, 
@ The Church triumphant hopes to fhare ! 
=8 @ Which Chrift above the folar blaze 

7 4 Refplendent, on the Mount difplays ! 





oo Zs O wonder every age fhall hear ! 
When He to three difciples dear, 
With Mofes and Elias, thence 
Speaks words of gracious eloquence ! 


The witnefles of grace at hand, 

Of Law and Prophets wondering ftand ; 
The Father’s mandate from the cloud 
Proclaims His Only Son aloud. 


With gliftening face and fhining robe 
Chrift teacheth this terreftrial globe, 
What honour fhall reward the jutt, 
Who in their God devoutly truft. 
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Lo! the myfterious Vifion nigh, 

Lifts every faithful heart on high ; 
And we with voice exulting raife 

To Heaven our feftal hymns of praife. 


O Father! with Thine Only Son 

And Spirit Paraclete in One, 

By that Thy blifsful prefence now 

On us thofe glorious gifts beftow. Amen. 


@ 4¢ MATINS, THE TRANSFIGURATION, 


O Sator rerum. 


eH RAMER of worlds! Reftorer of our days ! 
Chrift, King of kings! dread Cenfor and 





4 fevere ! 

a ee ; 
Bes! With favour to our mingling prayer and praife 
Incline thine ear. 


Now night is o’er, to Thee our thankful vows 
We pour, make them accepted in thy fight; 
Refrefh us with thefe ftrains in this Thine Houfe, 

Author of light! 
With Mofes and Elias, Chiefeft Seer, 
And face refplendent as the folar ray, 
Thou robed in fnow-white vefture doft appear 
In bright array. 
Thou God The Father’s Offspring by His word 
And Honour of the holy Angels, art! 
Thou to the world health, way, life, ftrength, O Lord! 
Wilt e’er impart. 
All Glory, Power, Creator! be to Thee, 
Of all things Only Governor and Guide ; 
Who reigning on Thy Throne doft endlefsly 
Triune abide. Amen. 
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@ 4: LAUDS and SECOND VESPERS, THE TRANS- 
FIGURATION. 


O nata Lux de Lumine. 


LIGHT Which from The Light haft birth! 
Jefu, Redeemer of the Earth ! 

E’er wont Thy fuppliant flock to {pare, 

3 Vouchfafe to accept our praife and prayer. 


Thou Who for man’s falvation’s fake, 
Thyfelf haft deigned our flefh to take ; 
O make us members true and fure 

Of that Thy Body bleft and pure ! 
Beyond the Sun Thine afpeét bright, 
Thy garments as the fnowdrift white, 
Creator! on the Mountain fhewn, 
Thou waft to chofen few made known. 





The Prophets, wondrous Seer! with Thine, 
Thou didft as meet difciples join ; 

On both with matchlefs power beftow, 
Thee as The Eternal God to know. 


The Father from His Heavenly Throne, 
Proclaims aloud The Only Son; 

And we with faithful hearts no lefs, 
Thee, glorious King of Saints, confefs. 


O may Thy fervants day by day 
Thy virtues in their lives difplay ; 
So unto joys beyond the fkies, 

In holy converfe heavenward rife ! 


We fpeak Thy glorious praife abroad, 

Eternal King of Kings, O God ! 

Who, Threefold Deity, alone 

Doft reign through endlefs ages, One! Amen. 
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@ 4t LAUDS, TRANSFIGURATION.—(Parifian 
Breviary.) 
Feful Dulcedo cordium. 


RESU! delight of every heart, [art ; 
y Life’s Fountain, Lamp of fouls, Thou 
< d Who doft all other joys exceed, 

"3 Contenting every with and need ! 






Be with us Lord! our mental gloom 
With all Thy Holy Light illume ; 
Difperfe the oppreffive fhades of ill, 
Creation with Thy {weetnefs fill! 


When Thou unto the ravifhed heart, 
Doft Thy celeftial Truth impart, 
How mean Earth’s vanities appear, 
But loving Charity, how dear! 


O Jefus! caufe us here below 

The riches of that Truth to know ; 
Then in Thy blifsful prefence place 
To fee Thy Glory face to face. 


Thy fweetnefs they alone difcern 
Who with Thy love celeftial burn ; 
Bleft! who are kindled with that fire, 
And naught beyond that blifs defire ! 


Light of our promifed Paradife ! 

Jefu! Thou Sun of Grace! arife! 

Chafe all our clouds of grief away 

And cheer us with Thy glorious Day! Amen. 
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AT FIRST VESPERS, 
@ FEAST of THE MOST SWEET NAME of FESUS. 


Exultet cor precordiis. 


aT every heart exulting beat 

J) With joy at Jefu’s Name of blifs ; 
Sy] With every pure delight replete, 
And pafling {weet its mufic is, 







J a, | Jefus the comfortlefs confoles, 
Jef zach finful fever quells ; 

Jefus the power of Hell controls, 
Jefus each deadly foe repels. 


Jefus ! how fweetly doth it found 
In profe, in verfe, in every meafure ; 
And makes each quickening bofom bound, 
And foothes us with divineft pleafure. 


O fpeak His lofty Name abroad ! 
Jefus, let every tongue confefs, 

Let every heart and voice accord, 
That health our maladies may blefs. 


Jefus! the finners’ Friend, abide 
With us, and hearken to our prayer ; 
Thy frail and erring wanderers guide, 
And all our dread tranfgreffions {pare. 


Be Thy dear Name our fure defence, 
From peril all our path affure ; 

Perfection to our walk difpentfe, 
From every ftain preferve us pure. 
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O Chrift! all Glory be to Thee, 
Refulgent with this Name Divine ; 
All Honour, Worfhip, Majetty, 
Jefu! for evermore be Thine. 
All Glory, Lord, by Earth and Heaven, 
To Thee the mighty Virgin-born, 
Father and Holy Ghoft, be given, 
Who reign through endlefs agesOne! Amen. 


@ At MATINS, FEAST of THE MOST SWEET NAME 
of F ESUS. 


Fefu dulcis Memoria. 


Bam deee| LSU! how fweet Thy memory is! 
Toevery heart imparting blifs ; 
| But O! than honey {weeter far, 
: The raptures of Thy prefence are. 





#4} No melody fo foft and clear, 
No word fo grateful to the ear, 

No thought fuch pleafure can impart, 

As Jefus, to the ravifhed heart. 


Jefu! of penitents the ftay, 

How good to them that afk the way! 
To thofe that feek Thee, O how kind ! 
But what! O what! to them that find. 


Jefu! of every heart delight ; 

Life’s Fountain, Lamp of mental night! 
Who doft all other joys exceed, 
Supplying every human need ; 
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No eloquence can e’er exprefs, 
No writing tell its bleffednefs, 
Experience only can believe, 

What ’tis in Jefu’s love to live. 


Jefu ! Thou King of wondrous might, 
Thou Prince triumphant in the fight ; 
Sweetnefs beyond all thought and word, 
Before all elfe to be preferred, 


In us, O gracious Lord! abide, 

With all thy holy gifts fupplied ; 

O bid the glooms of night recede! 

Our Spirits with Thy fweetnefs feed! 

Lord! Holy Virgin-born! by Heaven 

And Earth to Thee be Glory given ; 

To Father, and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 
@ 4t LAUDS, FEAST of THE MOST SWEET NAME 

of FESUS. 
Fefu Audtor clementia. 
weRESU! Thou Fount of mercy, hail! 

Thou Hope of joys that ne’er can fail! 
O Stream of beauty! Source of grace ! 
® Delight of every heart and place! 


O Jefu! Light to Angels dear! 

O dulcet ftrain to every ear! 

Pure honey to each mouth Thou art, 
And Heavenly Neétar to the heart! 
Jefu! Thy Virgin Mother’s bloom, 
Of very fweetnefs, honeycomb ; 

Of man The Honour and The Head ; 
Thy Light of lights upon us fhed! 
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Jefu! Thou Sun ferenely calm, 

More fragrant than the fcented balm ; 
Sweeter than fweetne{s’ felf can be, 
And lovelier than all elfe we fee ! 


Jefu! Supreme Benignity ! 

To every heart Hilarity ! 

Of Goodnefs The Infinity, 
Conftrain us with Thy Charity ! 


O King of virtues! King renowned ! 
With Glory and with Viétory crowned ! 
Jefu! by Whom all grace is given, 
Thou Honour of the Courts of Heaven ; 


The Choirs above Thy Praife proclaim, 
And echo all Thy matchlefs fame ; 
Jefus on joyful Earth hath fmiled, 

And us with God hath reconciled ! 
Lord! Holy Virgin-born! by Heaven 
And Earth to Thee be Glory given ; 
To Father and to Holy Ghoft, 

Long as Eternity fhall laft! Amen. 
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@ On the DAY of An APOSTLE.—(Paris Breviary). 
Letare Calum plaufibus. 
Peg Heaven with acclamations ring, 






9H] To-day with joy we celebrate. 
ata re Who, trumpet tongued, o’er earth abroad 
Proclaimed The Name of Chrift their Lord ; 
Whom Prophet Seers, infpired of old, 
The future lights of man foretold, 














[2] 


Empowered by Chrift’s eternal laws 
To clofe and ope the heavenly doors, 
From fin’s corroding chains may ye 
Our captive fouls for ever free! 


Who once on earth with potent art 
Could make the pains of flefh depart ; 
May Heaven beftow, at your appeal, 
The balm our mental wounds to heal ! 


That when with you The Judge of men, 
Shall, throned in clouds, return again, 
Our Shepherd Chrift at His right hand, 
May bid us with His fheep to ftand. 


To God, for aye, Triune and One, 

Be Praife, and ceafelefs Honour done ; 

Who from the gloom of heathen night, 
Hath called us to His glorious light. Amen. 


AT MATINS, 
€ On the DAY of An APOSTLE.—(York Breviary). 


As terna Chrifti munera, Apoftolorum. 
ome HE eternal gifts of Chrift, our King, 
The Apoftles’ glorious deeds to fing, 
Let us to-day our voices raife 
~ In meet and joyful hymns of praife. 
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Princes who gave the churches law, 
Triumphant chieftains fkilled in war, 
And champions of the Court of Heaven, 
True lamps for earth’s enlightening given, 


Their fteadfaft Faith devout and pure, 
Their conftant Hope for ever fure, 

The Love of Chrift which in them reigned 
O’er this world’s prince the victory gained. 


On them The Father’s glories reft, 
In them The Son His will expreffed ; 
In them delights The Holy Ghoi, 
With them rejoice the Heavenly hott. 


Redeemer! we Thine aid befeech 
Their bleit fociety to reach; 

With them Thy fupplicants unite, 

In manfions of eternal Light! Amen. 


@ At MATINS, on the DAY of An APOSTLE.—( Paris 
Breviary). 


Supreme quales Arbiter. 
ee MPERIAL Monarch! Judge Divine! 
What wondrous minifters are Thine ! 
Who unto lowlieft veffels doft 
” The treafures of Thy grace intruft. 





[4] 


From them, with inward radiance bright, 
Flame forth the beams of Gofpel light ; 
As flafhed from Gideon’s lamps the rays, 
Through fevered clouds as lightnings blaze. 


O’er earth, fwift meffengers, they fly, 

Like ftorms acrofs the wintry fky ; 

Charged with the Word, the Word of God, 
Light, thunder, rain, difperfe abroad. 


Chrift they proclaim; though proud and tall 
Hell’s towers before that fammons fall; 
As down the heathen walls were caft, 


At circling Ifrael’s trumpet blait. 


With thefe Thy heavenly clarions, break 

O Chrift! our fleep, our fouls awake ; 

And caufe Thy Light with healthful beam 
O’er our reviving hearts to ftream. Amen! 


AT LAUDS, 
@ On the DAY of An APOSTLE.—( Paris Breviary). 
Caleftis aule Principes. 







Bede fe E Princes of the Courts on high! 

aN Us And chieftains of Heaven’s chivalry! 
Twelve lamps to all the world are ye, 
And fhall at laft its judges be. 


Ls ] 


When men in heathen darknefs lay, 
O’er them ye poured the Gofpel Day ; 
To loft ones, who in error ftrayed, 
The beams of faving truth difplayed ! 


Ye, not by fword, nor fcourging war, 
Nor arts of f{peech, nor learned lore, 
But by the Crofs, a lowly Name, 
To Chrift rebellious hearts reclaim. 


E’en now behold! the fetters burft 
Wherewith this captive world was curfed ; 
It joys, from Egypt’s bondage free, 
Beneath God’s laws in liberty ! 


By you to men, with bleffing fraught, 
Were God’s eternal Myfteries taught ; 
And e’en to earth’s remoteft bound, 
Are thefe your noble deeds renowned. 


To God, foraye, Triune and One, 

Be Praife, and ceafelefs Honour done; 

Who from the gloom of heathen night 

Hath called us to His glorious light. Amen. 





Eo] 


@ On the DAY of An APOSTLE OR EVAN- 
GELIST not A MARTYR, or of a CONFESSOR. 
(MS. Afbmolean Library). 


O Chrifte! Splendor Ghrie. 


SUN of Glory! Chrift our King! 

To Thee our meed of praife we bring, 
Who with Thy miracles of love 

Doft crown the fainted Choirs above. 





They, when the Church had reft from care, 
As blooming lilies, {weet and fair, 

Preached to the world their Maker’s will, 
Once more His Paradife to fill. 


Againft the infernal foe, to war 

A facred panoply they bore; 

Of Faith the broad and fevenfold fhield, 
The Spirit’s two-edged {word they wield ; 


Their mouths proclaim the Name of God, 
And in their hearts is Chrift’s abode; 
Within their minds His love abides, 

And Truth and Righteoufnefs refides. 


Raifed from the duft, a noble band 
Shall they in faultlefs garments ftand ; 
And like to Angels made, poflefs 

The Joys of Light and Holinefs ! 


e721 


Now in the tomb their limbs repofe, 
Yet ftill their Saviour’s Glory grows; 
They make His wondrous mercies known, 


For us they pray before the Throne. 


Health o’er our languid fouls they fhed, 
To life divine awake the dead ; 

Light on the darkened eyeball pour, 
And vigour to the lame reftore. 


With them Thy flock, O Lord of Grace! 
Safe in Thy fheltering arms embrace ; 
From every ill our fteps defend ; 

Grant us the life that hath noend. Amen. 
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en a glorious name; 


? 


The Crofs, no more a badge of fhame, 


They in a dying God confide, 
And die again for Him that died. 


To them ise 


E-93\] 


So, Spirit taught, Thy Martyr fmiled 
At death, though menaced and reviled; 
On Thee he leans, O Chrift! and wars 
Intrepid in Thy facred caufe. 


He views on high the deftined prize, 
And fearlefs to the confli& flies, 

In death his triumph to complete, 
And death by dying to defeat. 


O wonder! in the mortal fray, 
He fingly keepeth hofts at bay ; 
Though fallen and tortured on the field, 


Compels his torturers to yield. 


May we fuch deeds of high renown 
Achieve, and win the warrior’s crown ; 
O Chrift! and for Thy Name’s fake dare 
With Thee and him the Crofs to bear! 


Eternal Father of The Word! 

Eternal Son! Coequal Lord! 

O Holy Ghoft! alike Divine ! 

All Glory, Only God! be Thine. Amen. 


Paes 


AT MATINS, 
@ On the DAY of a MARTYR.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Felix morte tua. 


7/| HAPPY is thy death 
Who haft with torments ftriven, 





And, by a rugged path 

To win thy way to Heaven, 
Sealed with thy blood the faith which thou 
Didft unto Chrift, thy Mafter, vow. 


What menaces or pain 
Could make thy courage fail? 
Unmoved thou doft remain, 
With joy each trial hail; 
Dying once to thee is naught ; 
Thou many martyrdoms doft court. 


Thee, for the holy laws 
Of Chrift refolved to die, 
He, champion of His caufe, 
Regarded from on high ; 
Thou to foes couldft never yield, 
For He fought with thee in the field. 


Yet, faithlefs, we delight 
In worldly joys and eafe ; 
Our God and Saviour flight, 
And feek ourfelves to pleafe. 
Slumberers rife! your floth forfake, 
Roufed by a martyr’s blood, awake! 


[at ] 


To God be chiefeft Praife, 
The Father born of none; 
With higheft Laud our lays 
Extol The Only Son; 
Holy Ghoft! like Honour we, 
Sweet Bond of Love! afcribe to Thee. Amen. 


ACL LAUDS: 
@ On the DAY of a MARTYR.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Fam non te lacerant. 


O more thy limbs are rent 





By murderers malign ; 
Amid Heaven’s choirs content, 
Thou doft in peace recline ; 
Raifed from Thy drear dungeon cell, 
In God’s refplendent courts to dwell. 


No galling fetters now 
Thy hands or feet reftrain ; 
In joyful freedom thou 
Doft range o’er Chrift’s domain ; 
Radiant beams each wound adorn, 
Wherewith thy fuffering flefh was torn. 


[12] 


Thy famine and diftrefs, 
And thirft and pain are o’er ; 
Nor cold nor nakednefs 
Nor fhame fhall vex thee more ; 
For with light divinely fair 
Jefus feeds and clothes thee there. 


So to Thy Martyrs, Lord, 
Art Thou for ever nigh, 
With Glory to reward 
Their victories when they die ; 
Baffling thus their tyrant foe, 
Exalting thofe he would o’erthrow. 


To God be chiefeft Praife, 
The Father born of none ; 
With higheft Laud our lays 
Extol The Only Son; 
Holy Ghoft! like Honour we, 
Sweet Bond of Love! afcribe to Thee. Amen. 


@ 4: LAUDS, on the Dar of a MARTYR. 
Deus tuorum militum. 

F all Thy warrior Saints, O Lord! 

The portion, crown, and great reward, 

AY As we Thy Martyr's praifes chant, 
Forgivenefs to our errors grant. 





past 
From earth and its delufive joys, 
Its hurtful blandifhments and toys, 
As tranfient all, he turned away, 
And reached the heavenly realms of Day. 


By him the painful courfe was run, 
The fhame endured, the glory won; 
For Thy dear fake his blood was fhed, 
And gifts eternal crown his head. 


To Thee we therefore make our prayer, 
Moft merciful! Thy people {pare ; 
That we, in this Thy Martyr’s Featt, 
May joy from every fin releafed. 


O Chrift! The King of Grace, to Thee, 
With God The Father, Glory be; 

So to Thee, Spirit Paraclete ! 

Now, and through ages infinite. Amen. 





[ 14 ] 


AT FIRST AND SECOND VESPERS, 


@ On a DAY of Many MARTYRS.—(Paris 
Breviary). 


Chrifti Martyribus. 






; BIG ea ET us their meed of praife 
RA = To Chrift’s own Martyrs bring ; 
44 ‘Their faintly deeds in lays 
~~ Of fond remembrance fing ; 
Whom never from His ways 
Could menaces beguile, 
Nor e’en the world’s delufive fmile. 


Each for his country fighs, 
For Heavenly joys they yearn ; 
The wealth of earth defpife, 
Its fleeting pleafures fpurn ; 
Their lives a facrifice 
With willing hearts they make, 
And lay them down for Jefu’s fake. 


No cowardice they feel 
At e’en the murderer’s {cowl ; 
They {corn the piercing fteel, 
The torturer’s weapons foul ; 
Sword, fcourge, the rack, the wheel, 
All things prepared to endure, 
Through faith of victory fecure ! 


Leas] 


For this in manfions fair, 
With fhining robes arrayed, 
They reign with Chrift, and bear 
The palms which never fade ; 
As conquerors, Lo! they wear, 
With their own blood bedewed, 
The laurel crowns of fortitude! 


Praife to The Father yield, 
And Praife O Son! to Thee ; 
To The Holy Ghoit revealed 
From Both, like Honour be ; 
Protected by Whofe fhield 
Thy Martyrs death difdained, 
And all the foe’s aflaults fuftained. Amen. 


AT MATINS, 


@ On a DAY of Many MARTYRS.—( York 
Breviary.) 
Ai terna Chrifti munera et Martyrum. 


@\HE eternal gifts of Chrift our King, 
The Martyrs’ victories let us fing ; 
And high to-day our voices raife, 


In meet and joyful fongs of praife. 





[15 ] 


They vanquifhed every worldly fear, 
Made light of pain and anguifh here ; 
And, death’s brief ftruggle o’er, pofle/s 
The life of perfec bleffedneds. 


To flames, behold! the fufferers haled, 
By teeth of favage beafts affailed ; 
Before them armed, with ruthlefs hand 
And iron fangs, the torturers ftand ; 


They bare their bofoms to the blade, 
On earth their facred blood is fhed ; 
Yet firm and dauntlefs they remain, 
The prize of endlefs life to gain. 


Redeemer! we Thine aid befeech 

Their holy fellowfhip to reach ; 

With them Thy fupplicants unite, 

For ever in the realms of light. Amen. 


@ At MATINS on a Dar of Many MARTYRS.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 
Fortes cadendo Martyres. 


gE valiant Martyr hoft to praife 
O brethren! all your anthems raife ; 


4 Who bought their crowns with blood, and 
; reft 


In robes of Heavenly purple dreft. 





ea a 


Acrofs tempeftuous feas forlorn 

With their own blood enfanguined, borne, 
Them Chrift, their Pilot, o’er the tides, 
Safe to the blifsful harbour guides, 


Though tyrants frown and {mile in turn, 

They fcorn their bribes, their threatenings fpurn ; 
The God of grace alone they fear, | 

His word, His promifes revere. 


With fcourge and fteel, the unpitying foe 
In torrents makes their blood to flow 3 
But prieftlike, they for Jefu’s fake, 

To Him that blood an offering make, 


Whofe limbs upon the Tree outfpread 
The mingling Blood and Water hed ; 
And e’en for thofe who made Him bleed, 
With God for ever deigns to plead. 


His Martyrs thus, in pains and ill, 
The fufferings of their Lord fulfil ; 
To God, like Him to death betrayed, 
A perfect facrifice are made. 


Eternal Father of The Word! 
Eternal Son ! Coequal Lord! 

O Holy Ghoft of Both! to Thee 
One God! Eternal Glory be. Amen. 


[Proks 
AT UAUDS: 


@ Ox a DAY of MANY MARTYRS.—( Paris 
Breviary.) 

Quam Chrifte fignafti viam. 

CHRIST! along the narrow road 

Whereon Thy Blood, a waymark, flowed, 


Thy warriors, after Thee their Head, 
With calm and dauntlefs valour tread. 





With nails Thy Feet, Thy Hands, were riven, 
Thou’rt borne above the ftars to Heaven; 
And, maimed and pierced, ‘Thy Martyrs ftrive, 


At that fame glorious goal to arrive. 


In purple raiment laurel crowned, 

Their countlefs hofts Thy throne furround ; 
They fhew their wounds, therewith on high 
As if with thoufand mouths they cry. 


O now, if to our guilt fevere 

‘Thou doft from us avert Thine ear, 
Yet at Thy Martyrs’ prayers relent, 
Who for Thy fake their lifeblood fpent. 


The oppreffor’s tyranny is o’er ; 

Let Satan vex our hearts no more ; 

Nor Sin again Thy fold invade, 

More fearful than the tyrant’s blade. Amen. 


[ 19 ] 


ACELY.MN 
Of THE MARTYRS. 
O Beata Beatorum Martyrum certamina. 


=~q LESSED Aéts of Bleffed Martyrs! 
Valiant conquerors! Saintly Men! 





1 With devotion’s deep emotions, 


Keep we this their Feaft again. 
Nobly noble wonders working 
Decked with virtue’s flowers were they ; 
Therefore meetly, finging fweetly 
We will honour them for aye. 


Faith unbending, Hope ne’er ending, 
Hearts which clave to Chrift were there; 

And unfhaken they were taken, 
Cruel martyrdom to bear. 

Racked with torture, haled to flaughter, 
Flames and axe and prifon chain, 

Though they languifh pierced with anguifh, 
Yet they yielded not to pain. 


Till the flefh by foes tormented 
Sankat laft in death to reft ; 

Then perfected they elected 
Gained rewards among the bleft. 


[ 20 ] 


So, defpifing worldly pleafures 
And by deeds of valour done 
Victory gaining, they are reigning 
Knit with Angel hoits in one. 


Made co-heirs with Chrift, triumphant 
In celeftial blifs ye fhare ; 
As He liftened to your weeping, 
Oh! that He may hear our prayer! 
That this weary life completed, 
And its fleeting forrows paft, 
We may joy for ever feated 
In your glorious home at laft. Amen. 
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BRS ty Por okS: 
@ On the DAY of a BISHOP and CONFESSOR. 


Ife Confeffor Domini facratus. 





eapey| IIS Thy Confeflor Lord! of fame fublime, 
Whofe Feaft throughout the world this 
facred Day 
Thy people keep, with joy prevailed to 
climb 


The Heavenly way. 


He pious, prudent, humble, modeft, chafte, 
Sober and wife was found; a peaceful man; 
While through His mortal frame, in this world placed, 
Life’s current ran. 


Oft by His miniltry were fouls difeafed, 
The maimed and languifhing, to health reftored ; 
And from their guilt and wretchednefs releafed 
Gave praife to God. 


And now our loving Choir, in honour meet, 
Pour forth this thankful hymn with feftal lay ; 
And with Him of The Eternal God intreat, 
To be our ftay. 


[3229] 


All Hail to Him! all Honour, Virtue, yield, 
Who high in Heaven enthroned in Majefty, 
The Sceptre of the Univerfe doth wield, 
One, and yet Three! Amen. 


AT FIRST VESPERS, 
@ On the DAY of a BISHOP.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Chrifte Paftorum Caput atque Princeps. 





Reeaey| CHRIST! the Prince of paftors and their 
7 \ Head ; 

On this Thy Bifhop’s Feaft Day to Thy 
= : Court, 

With vow and prayer, by holy ardour led, 

Thy flock refort. 


That office He with no vain fpirit fought, 
Nor dared to affume it of His own mere will ; 
But called of God, at His beheft was brought 
That feat to fill. 


A valiant warrior, nobly hath He ftriven, 
With inward unétion filled, that charge to keep ; 
Which by The Holy Ghoft to Him was given 
To feed the fheep. 


{ 23 | 


True Shepherd of the flock, to great and fmall 
He counfel gave and never failing aid; 
Servant of all, He bore their griefs, to all 
All things was made. 


He prayed for finners, mourners He confoled, 
Raifed up the fallen and relieved their woe; 
With mighty fpeech, deep doétrine, from the fold 

Drove far the foe. 

He fhewed the path to Life, a guide well tkilled, 
His precepts He enforced by aétions meet ; 
And fo the Houfe of Chrift with perfume filled 

And odours {weet. 


Chrift! Who of Shepherds The Good Shepherd art, 
Who doft with Thine own Blood Thy people feed, 
Vouchfafe in living paftures to have part 
Thy flock to lead. Amen. 


ATSEAUDS, 


@ On the DAY of a BISHOP and CONFESSOR. 


Fela! Redemptor omnium. 


wBESU! Redeemer! the renown 
4 Of prelates, and their deathlefs crown, 
To-day, O Lord! an ear benign 





~ ‘To thefe our orifons incline. 


[ 24 ] 


This great Confeffor of Thy Name 
Therein attained a glorious fame, 
Whofe facred Feaft in folemn ftate, 
Thy flock devoutly celebrate. 

The world’s delufive joys He fpurned 
From all its falfe allurements turned ; 
And now with Angel hofts above, 
Enjoys rewards of peace and love. 
In mercy Lord! our fouls endue 
With ftrength His footfteps to purfue ; 
Difpenfe Thy pardon at His prayer! 
The guilt of our offences {pare ! 


O Chrift! The King of Grace, to Thee 
With God The Father Glory be ; 

And to The Spirit Paraclete, 

Now and through Ages Infinite. Amen. 


AT LAUDS, 
@ On the DAY of a BISHOP and CONFESSOR. 
(Paris Breviary.) 
Feful Sacerdotum decus. 


JESUS! Honour of Thy Priefts! 
Who doft to-day, with joyful feafts, 
Thy Bifhop’s holy memory crown; 





On us, Thy fupplicants, look down. 


[ 25 ] 


From Thee Thy lambs, the dear reward, 
The pledges of Thy Love, O Lord! 
Thy Father’s gift, he, guide elect, 
Received to nourifh and protect. 


He knows them, and their fteps precedes, 
And forth to quiet paftures leads ; 

Sweet food fupplies, they hear his voice, 
They follow, live, in him rejoice. 


If any on the mountains ftray, 

He feeks the wanderers, night and day ; 
He finds, and haftes, with joyful care, 
Them back unto the fold to bear. 


The rage of favage beafts he quells, 

The aflaults of ravening wolves repels ; 
Their wiles confounds, with watchful eye, 
E’en for his flock prepared to die. 


Oft, blamelefs fhepherd, is he bent 

To God, an offering to prefent; 

And with his fheep, for their dear fakes, 
Himfelf a facrifice he makes. 


O Prince of Bifhops! Chrilt! To ‘Thee 
Eternal Praife and Glory be ; 

Whom with The Father we adore, 

And Holy Ghoft for evermore. Amen. 


[ 26 ] 





AT BIRST VESPERS; 


@ On the DAY of a DOCTOR.—(Paris Breviary.) 
O Qui perpetuus. 


} THOU! Who every hour, 

Our kind inftructor art, 

J The Father’s Word of Power, 

a: Who knowledge doft impart ; 
AS O Chrift! and ever nigh, 

Though far above the fky, 

Doft Teachers in Thy ftead fupply. 







They watch, that guardian band, 
Lett e’er adulterous guile, 
With foul debafing brand, 
Our virgin Faith defile ; 
That Faith, unftained and pure, 
Shall not a fpot endure, 
Beneath their vigilance fecure. 


[ 27 ] 


They hafte the remnants vile 
Of idols to deftroy ; 
They free from error’s guile 
From fin’s polluting joy ; 
To Chrift’s vidtorious Name 
The wanderers they reclaim 
Whom herefy had lured to fhame. 


The Fathers’ furrowed brows, 
Their hoary hair revered, 
Our filial love aroufe, 
By them our faith is cheered ; 
Of ancient truth they tell, 
All novelties difpel, 
And God’s depofit keep they well. 


Supremeft Glory, Lord! 
Great Verity! be Thine ; 
The Fathers’ books record 
Through Thee Thy Truths Divine. 
By that deep voicelefs found, 
Thou, ftirring hearts around, 
Thyfelf doft in our bofoms ground. Amen. 


[ 28 ] 
AT MATINS, 


@ On the DAY ofa DOCTOR.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Fam nunc que numeras. 


= HAT champions ftand enrolled, 
Thine honour to proteét 
Religion! High and bold 
Thy ftarlit brow ereét. 
What vaft achievements thine ! 





How fair the laurels fhine 
Which round thine head illuftrious twine ! 


When fierce and impious foes 
Would vent in blood their wrath, 
Thou fend’ft their rage to oppofe 
Thy dauntleis Martyrs forth ; 
If herefy prepare, 
With thoufand wiles its fnare, 
Thy Teachers faultlefs Truth declare. 


When wickednefs abroad 
Extends its poifonous ftain, 
Their keen and trenchant {word 
Cuts out the deadly bane ; 

When fpiritual night 
Broods o’er the mental fight 
They herald back full Gofpel Light. 


[295] 


The unftable they exhort 
The doubting waverers guide ; 
Point to the peaceful port 
Beyond the turbid tide ; 
They ever, while we mourn 
O’er life’s dark ocean borne, 
As Beacons light our courfe forlorn. 


Whate’er Thy faints declare 
Agreeably to Thy will 
O God! with gracious care 
Into our hearts inftil ; 
With them whom we revere, 
Whole fteps we follow here 
May we in holinefs appear! Amen. 


STEALS: 
@ Ox the DAY of a DOCTOR.—(Paris Breviary.) 
Pos fuccenfa Deo. 


=4, Beacons who on high 

By God enkindled burn! 

BY Ye falt of earth whereby 

: Mankind His fweetnefs learn! 
Ye fouls, who meek and pure 





The fons of earth inure, 
F’en to the next world to endure ! 


| 30 J 


In you doth Faith Divine 
And ever fteadfaft Truth, 
With virgin beauty fhine 
Decked in immortal youth ; 
Through you in thoufand ways 
Chrift to our wondering gaze, 
His wifdom’s treafury difplays. 


Along your conduits borne 
Pellucid waters flow ; 
To make His fields of corn 
And whitening harvefts grow ; 
Sweet milk his babes receive, 
And ftrengthening meat ye give, 
Whereby the man of God may live. 


For Thee, O Lord! they dare, 
A holy war to wage ; 

They raife the manfions fair 
Which laft from age to age; 

Some well in combat fkilled 

The Gofpel weapons wield ; 

And fome the walls of Syon build. 


Thefe weapons wherewith ye 
Put herefy to flight, 
Received from you will we 
Gird on us for the fight ; 
With them confront the foe; 
Like you refiftlefs, fo 
Hell and its myrmidons o’erthrow. 
Supremeft Glory. 




















AT BIRST VESPERS, 


@ On the DAY of An ABBOT or MONK.—Paris 
‘ Breviary.) 


Felicis nemorum pangimus incolas. 


> 2jE fing the bleft and pure, 

od f] Who dwelt in foreft thades, 
soe Whom God with counfel fure 

é Secluded in their glades, 

4 Left the lures of earth or fenfe 





" Should mar their fpotlefs innocence. 


Thyfelf, O Lord! to win, 
For Whom their fpirits figh, 
From their own homes and kin 
Their very felves they fly ; 
Seeking Heaven, to them this earth, 
With all its charms feemed little worth. 


Lo! cumberlefs and light, 
From every fhackle freed, 
As champions to the fight, 
With rapid pace they fpeed ; 
O’er life’s ftormy ftrait to {wim 
They ftrip the bands from every limb. 


[ 32 ] 


True riches to poflefs, 
Securing endleis joys, 
With valour on they prefs, 
And fublunary toys 
With unwavering hearts defpife, 


To combat for a nobler prize. 


Their glory this they deemed, 
Contempt and {corn to endure ; 
Vaft wealth to them it feemed, 
To be on earth made poor; 
For this privilege they figh 
In one long martyrdom to die. 


O teach us, God of Heaven! 
The chaftifements and pain, 
To {courge our vices given, 
With patience to fuftain ; 
And from earth to take our flight, 
Far as th’ immortal realms of light. 


To God The Father be 
Perpetual Honour done ; 
Like Glory unto Thee, 
Only Begotten Son! 
Equal Praife, O Bond of Love! 
Be Thine, fweet Spirit! Heavenly Dove. 


Amen. 


[233 ] 


ATeLAUDS 


@ Ox the DAY of An ABBOT or MONK.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 


O pulchras acies, caftraque fortia! 





vq HOSTS {fo fair and bright! 
O Camps in ftrong array ! 

: Who in one Hope unite, 

3 One Love one Faith obey ; 
And ruled by one changelefs law, 

One dauntlefs Captain, march to war. 


What exploits do they dare 
To make the Heavens their prize! 
With what perpetual prayer 
Affault the lofty fkies ! 
How by conftant abftinence 
They’ tame the pride of flefh and fenfe? 


They vow with one accord, 
They weep, they figh, they groan ; 
In one vaft torrent poured, 
Refiftlefs prayer intone ; 
Clofe allied in ferried mail 
Heaven’s very battlements affail. 


[ 34 ] 


O violence fo dear 
To God! Who moft is pleafed, 
When vanquifhed by a tear, 
And with our fighs appeafed ; 
Though than adamant more hard, 
Thus fhall Heaven’s portals be unbarred. 


Thefe, when the works of day 
This earth with tumult fill, 
In quiet filence ftay ; 
But when the world is ftill, 
With fweet canticles, awake 
The filence of each night-watch break. 


Now with affiduous toil 
To till the field they fly, 
And to the yielding foil 
Induftrious bands apply ; 
Cultured earth her fruit affords, 
With grateful food their work rewards. 


Queen of itfelf, the foul 
Is to fubje€tion brought 5 
And loves, with kind control 
By rulers to be taught ; 
Longing for no liberty, 
But this its {weet captivity. 


To God The Father. 


[93521 
@ For the DAY of An ANCHORITE—(Paris 
Breviary.) 
Quid tu reliftis. urbibus. 


¥aq iY from the City turn thy feet? 






From men why timidly retreat? 

] What fcenes before thy vifion roll ? 
~ What lonely mufings fill thy foul? 
Thy fpirit wings its raptured flight 

Far as the eternal Courts of Light ; 

No more with earth, but loofed and free 

Thou communeft with Deity ! 


Amid the cohorts of the bleft 
Entranced in fweet and facred reft, 
And all on adoration bent, 
Thou’rt wholly on thy God intent. 


O Chrift! what blefiednefs they tafte, 
Whofe love on Thee alone is placed ; 
For thus, fecluded in their cells, 

Each in Thy fheltering bofom dwells, 


Eternal Father of The Word! 
Eternal Son! Coequal Lord! 

O Spirit! like to Both! to Thee 

O God! perpetual Glory be. Amen. 














AL FIRST -VESPERS 
@ Ox the DAY of a FUST MAN.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Summi pufillus grex Patris. 


wy O God, your mightieft Father, dear 
my O ceale, ye little flock, to fear ; 
IA : His children He delights to own, 
R 2 And make them partners of His 
S = Throne. 





On earth, a pilgrim, once he trode, 

Who now ’mid Angels reigns with God ; 
Content, unknown, defpifed, and poor, 
With patience hardnefs here to endure. 


Through ftraitened Penitence, his courfe 
Purfued the pathway of the Crofs; 
With Chrift, his Captain gone before, 
He braved diftrefs and ghoftly war. 


His flefh with abftinence he ruled, 
His tongue in holy filence fchooled ; 
Self he denied, yet bounteous ftore 
Referved, and fcattered to the poor. 


{ 37 J 


On God’s fweet Word he daily fed, 

And all His law devoutly read ; 

He prayed, he watched, and rapt on high 
In fpirit dwelt beyond the fky ! 


By this afcent he climbed to Heaven ; 

Be it to us, O Father! given 

O Son! O Holy Ghoft! that we 

By that fame path attain to Thee! Amen. 


AT MATINS 
@ Onthe DAY ofa FUST MAN.—(Paris Breviary.) 


Non parta folo fanguine. 






¥@4 OT always earned by wounds and pain 
; 4 The bleft their robes of purple gain ; 
AZ The toils of many a bloodlefs field, 
Full ofta glorious triumph yield. 


For this Thy Saint efcaped the crofs, 
The flame, the torturer’s ruthlefs force ; 
Though ever towards his body here 

By dying to himfelf, fevere. 


Pure chaftity his flefh fubdued, 

And Faith his guilelefs foul imbued, 
Till love with heavenly fires fupplied 
The victim wholly fanctified. 


[ 38 ] 


Grant us, O Chrift! the time to fpend 
Like him preparing for its end ; 

And when this fleeting life is o’er, 

To live with Thee for evermore! Amen. 


AT EAUBS 


@ On the DAY of a FUST MAN.—(Paris Breviary. 
\ 
Qui Te Deus fub intimo. 


GOD! The man whofe inmoft breaft 
aN “W] Is of ‘Thy quickening love poflefied, 
4 Ji) Forgetting felf, no longer fighs 





For worldly toys and vanities. 


O wherefore, then, this long delay? 
Why thus our pining hearts difmay ? 
Thine exiles here on earth detain 
Predeftined o’er the fkies to reign? 


See, day by day, their love increafe, 
They vow, they plead, for quick releafe ; 
While, mourning, o’er life’s weary watfte 
They on their Heavenward journey hafte. 


So while on earth Thy Saint abode 
He fcarce endured his flefhly load ; 
For his departure ever yearned, 


For union with his Saviour burned. Amen. 














me HIRST VESPERS 


@ On the DAY of a VIRGIN MARTYR.—( Paris 
Breviary.) 


Virginis Proles Opifexque Matris, 


@} VIRGIN born! That Mother’s Framer 
Thou! 
Who, Virgin Thee conceived and Virgin 





; bare ; 
e This Virgin's Feftal Day receive our vow, 
And mingling prayer ! 


For this thy Virgin Saint was doubly blett, 
Who ftrove to o’ercome the frailty of her frame ; 
And through it, by a cruel world oppreffed, 
That world o’ercame. 


So death fhe feared not, yea e’en as a friend 

Beheld the favage torturer without dread ; 

And thus to Heaven triumphantly to afcend 
Her life-blood fhed. 


[ 40 ] 


Like her, we pray O God of mercy! free 
Our fouls from guilt and put our fins away ; 
That fo our hearts, in thankful hymns, to Thee 
May homage pay. 


All Glory to The Father and The Son, 
Likewife to Thee, coequal Paraclete! 
Who art, while endlefs years their courfes run 
One Infinite! Amen. 


@ 4t FIRST VESPERS, on the DAY of a VIRGIN 
MARTYR.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Feftis leta fonent. 


Oe ET now the joyous air 
With feftal anthems ring ; 






The trumpei’s blaft prepare, 
The clanging cymbals bring! 
Ye Angels fair and great 
A Virgin’s fame relate, 

Chrift’s Martyr join to celebrate ! 


For fhe has right to claim 
Within your choir a place, 
Who in her mortal frame, 
So rivalled all your grace. 
Your dignity to gain 
Who could her fex difdain, 
And cared not for her body’s pain. 


[47 ] 


What power O Love! is Thine ; 
With dauntlefs foul fhe fped, 
For this her Spoufe Divine 
Her virgin blood to fhed ; 
For her own flefh concerned, 
Then only, when fhe earned 
That glorious death for which fhe yearned. 


Thus in her feebler part 
Your virtues fhe excelled, 
Immortal race! whofe heart 
The dread of death repelled ; 
And by that body maimed 
Unfhaken, unafhamed 
Her perfect faith in Chrift proclaimed. 


Praife to The Father be, 
Like Praife unto The Son, 
And, Holy Ghoft! to Thee 
Of Both, due homage done. 
Through Whom the Virgin train 
With fearlefs hearts fuftain 
The battle’s fhock, and death difdain. Amen. 





[ 42 ] 


aN, Bhs bv BABS 


@ On the DAY ofa VIRGIN MARTYR. 


Feu corona Virginum. 


fESU ! the Crown of Virgins, Whom 
2 That only Mother's facred womb 
| Virgin conceived, and Virgin bare, 





In mercy liften to our prayer ! 


Who doft ’mid lilies feed ; around 

To guard Thee virgin choirs are found ; 
Thy Glories all Thy brides endow ; 
Thou doft The Bridegroom’s gifts beftow. 


Where’er Thou goeft, virgin throngs 
Efcort Thee jubilant with fongs ; 

With laud Thy gladfome progrefs greet, 
To Thee melodious hymns repeat. 


We fuppliant at Thy feet implore 
That we may love Thee more and more; 
And fo may ne’er endure the pain 
Of fin’s corrupting wounds again. 


To God, The Father, Glory be, 
Like Glory Only Son! to Thee 
And to The Spirit Paraclete 


Now and through ages infinite. Amen. 


43 | 


A ier RS TV ESPERS 


@ On the DAY of aVIRGIN not a MARTY R.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Vos O virginei. 


virgin choirs rejoice ! 
Your thoufand harps unite ; 
Of His own flock the choice 
Ye are The Lamb’s delight ; 
With pure and ardent lays 





The Firft-begotten praife, 
To hail The Spoufe your anthems raife! 


The Sacred Morn is here, 
When fhe with willing feet, 
And lamp well-trimmed and clear, 
The Bridegroom went to meet. 
Then ftationed next His throne 
Sang in exulting tone, 
Virgin to Virgin, as His own. 


Betrothed a fitting bride 
To God Himfelf, the flung 
All mortal vows afide, 
To Him alone fhe clung ; 
With Love’s eternal cord, 
As to her Spoufe adored 
She bound herfelf to Chrift her Lord. 


[ 44 ] 


The flefh her fpirit loads, 
From earthly food fhe turned ; 
To die in thoufand modes 
Before her hour fhe yearned ; 
All joys that know decay 
She haftes to caft away ; 
On God alone fhe made her ftay. 


Let this Thy Virgin Saint 
O Chrift! our model be; 
Left in the path we faint, 
By which fhe climbed to Thee ; 
That we Thy choien race 
Through Thine all hallowing grace 
May Thee alone our Life embrace. Amen. 


AT MATINS 


@ On The DAY of a VIRGIN not a MARTYR— 
(Paris Breviary.) 


Celeftis aula panditur. 


HE Palace Gates of Heaven expand ! 
Behold! The Bridegroom is at hand ; 
q Go virgin brides! with honour meet, 





" Go forth your Virgin Spoufe to greet. 


[45 ] 


This is your glorious nuptial day ; 
Your night of fighs hath pafled away ; 
Now all, now each, hath her reward ; 
Complete fruition of her Lord. 


O fay! what chafte and facred fires, 
What hallowed joy his fight infpires! 
Whofe mouth more pure than funlefs {nows 
With ftreams of endlefs pleafure flows. 


For His dear fake, compared with Him, 
Imperial purple waxeth dim ; 

Betrothed to God, what virgin longs 
For earthly bridals, earthly fongs? 


Bleft virgin nuptials! Happy ftate 

Which flefh to fpirit doth tranflate! 

Sweet bonds! which knit in faft accord 
God to the foul, the foul to God! Amen. 





[ 46 ] 


AT RSECON DAV ESPERS 


@ On the DAY of a VIRGIN not a MARTYR.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 
O Virgo pectus cui facrum. 
=| VIRGIN ! in whofe hallowed breait 


j| No carnal paffion e’er could reft, 
Fi In whom the Spirit from above 





8} Lit up the furnace of His love; 


No pleafure with feducing {mile 

And poifoned cup, could thee beguile ; 
Who for that only blefling fighed 

To be The Lamb’s celeftial bride. 


For He of Virgin Mother born, 

Deigned thee with His own grace to adorn ; 
That kindled with that facred flame, 

Thou fhould’ft all earthly joys difclaim. 


Now ’mid the fhining Seraph throng 

To rapture Thou attun’ft Thy fong ; 

And nigh Thy Heavenly Bridegroom placed, 
Doft His perpetual pleafures tafte ! 


Of Virgin Saints O Spoufe Divine ! 
All Glory Jefus Chrift! be Thine ; 
With God 'The Father, and with Thee, 
O Holy Ghoft! eternally! Amen. 





AT EIRSTAVESPERS 


@ On the DAY of a HOLY WOMAN.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 


Ad nuptias Agni Pater. 


4] O fhare The Lamb’s high marriage rites 

The Father matron guefts invites, 

And maidens; with th’ efpoufed of 
Heaven 


Bleft thou to whom a part is given. 





Love was thy wedlock’s ruling power, 
And poverty Thy precious dower ; 
"Twas thine, deceitful wealth to fpurn, 
Away from fleeting joys to turn. 


Thou loved’ft godly toil and care, 
And faft and penitential prayer ; 
To fhed the meek and contrite tear, 
The poor and comfortlefs to cheer. 


[ 48 ] 


Whene’er thy Mafter, in thy courfe 

Bade thee with Him partake the crofs, 
‘Thou waft content, through fhame and woe, 
As His betrothed for Him to go. 


Supremely bleft! to God thy Spoufe 
So linked in chafte and conftant vows; 
O may we all one body be, 

One fpirit with The Lord like thee! 


Grant this, O Father! with The Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Glorious One ; 

Whom we in Trinity adore, 

Who reigneit God for evermore! Amen. 


AT MATINS 


@ Ox the DAY of a HOLY WOMAN.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 


Adefte fancteé conjuges | 
eq RAW now, ye holy matrons, near ; 


ra Behold, the Virtuous Woman here! 
we ; } With faintlinefs and beauty graced, 






’Mid Heaven’s triumphant daughters 


placed. 


She all feducing foes fubdued, 

Girt with the mail of fortitude ; 
Delight of every eye, fhe glowed 

With comelinefs, by Heaven beftowed. 


[ 49 ] 


No pomps of earth, fo vainly gay, 
Could lead her fteadfaft heart aftray ; 
Nor fenfual pleafure’s ftealthy wile 
Her firm and manly heart beguile. 


Not with ornate apparel fair, 

Nor coftly gems, nor braided hair: 
Adorned with neatnefs was her drefs, 
Pure manners formed her lovelinefs. 


Beneath fereneft features veiled 

In fterner virtue ne’er fhe failed ; 
From fight retiring, left difplayed 
Aught chance her excellence to fhade. 


On Heavenly manna fo to feed, 

The Book of God fhe loved to read ; 
Much in His temple, and yet ne’er 
Negleéted for her home to care. 


To the indigent fhe gave her aid; 

A mother was to orphans made ; 
And Chrift difguifed, in tatters dreft, 
Oft fuccoured in the ftranger gueft. 


Sweet peace fhe kept at home, abroaa, 

In prudent filence, kind accord : 

To appeafe all {trife was her delight, 

In mind, in faith, the world to unite. Amen. 





[ 5° ] 


A HYMN 
Of the FOYS OF THE SAINTS. 
O gens beata celitum! 


4] LEST dwellers in the Heavenly land! 
¥4) Of Saints and Kings, a glorious band ; 
What grace in that exalted ftate 

8 YA, Doth your whole being inundate ! 
we) — Where God for all His chofen cares, 
For you ecftatic blifs prepares, 





And each the pricelefs bounty fhares. 


Oh how ye gliften! radiant far 

Beyond each luftre darting ftar ; 

Before the fun’s refulgent blaze, 

And every conftellation’s rays. 
Could e’en fome brilliant orb to fight 
Excel the golden folar light, 
Ye would be more intenfely bright. 


Through flefh, like cryftal, pure and fine, 

Your funlike fouls illumined fhine ; 

Your pearly veins as amber clear, 

Like threads of liquid gold appear ; 
Wherein the blood tranflucent goes, 
And rich in fragrance as the rofe, 

An odorous ftream of balfam flows. 


[51] 


In Paradife ye pafs your hours; 

Ye weave new coronets of flowers ; 

The lily with the rofe entwine, 

Narciffus with the amaranth join ; 
One choiceft Bloom on thofe fweet hills, 
A thoufand thoufand {cents diftils, 
And every breaft with rapture fills. 


Here evermore the Feaft is {pread 
Whereat Heaven’s citizens are fed ; 
With Jefus at the banquet placed, 
Ye of celeftial viands tafte ; 

Ye want not for delightfome fare, 

No dainty is deficient there, 

For all abundantly to fhare. 


O here what peerlefs joys are found! 
How {weet the tones of mufic found! 
What tuneful concord voices make! 
What harmonies the lutes awake! 
What foftly mingling airs ye fing! 
Your harps ,how pleafantly they ring! 
Naught e’er was heard fo ravifhing. 


Your gracious God and King of old 
Ye now with open face behold ; 
That blifsful vifion glads your fight, 
Wherein tranfcendant joys unite, 
Beyond what eye hath ever feen, 
Or hath to ear related been; 
Where earth to all feems vile and mean. 
Amen. 
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[ 53 | 
HYMNS 


FOR THE 


PROPERIOP THE SAINTS'& ANGELS. 


@ Of ST. ANDREW, APOSTLE and MARTYR. 
(MS. Afbmole.) 


ZAKING Supreme of boundlefs might! 
| Who ordereft nature’s laws aright, 
el And doft Thy truths, divinely 
} bright, 

€s, Within believing bofoms write. 





We pray Thee hear our fuppliant vows, 
Our dull and flothful hearts aroafe ; 
And fit them fo with joy to embrace 
The gifts of Thy Supernal Grace. 


With thefe, as precious gems elect, 

A diadem of beauty, decked, 

We would with praife and honour meet 
Thy holy Martyr, Andrew, greet ; 


Who on the crofs of fuffering flain 
Hath won a reft in Heaven’s domain; 
Nigh God’s Imperial Throne to reign, 
A fellow with the faintly train. 


[ 54] 


O Chrift! for this Thy fervant’s fake, 
Our cry into Thy bofom take ; 

O hear his prayer! Thy flock relieve 
From fins which fo the confcience grieve. 


So may we in Thy Light Divine 
With foul-illuming virtues fhine ; 
Our hearts devout and fober be, 

Our flefh from all pollution free. 


Now unto us, like him, be given 

To climb the fteep afcent of Heaven ; 
There with enraptured eyes to gaze 
For evermore on Jefu’s face. 


Laud, Honour, Virtue, Glory be 

To God The Father, Son! to Thee ; 
And to the Holy Paraclete 

Now and through ages infinite! Amen. 


+f 





AT FIRST AND SECOND VESPERS 
@ On FEASTS of the BLESSED VIRGIN. 
Ave Maris Stella. 


9 JAIL! Star of Ocean, Mary! 
Fi God’s fair Mother were ye! 
ca Virgin thou! Immortal]! 






AES 
b Pe a. 







: ’) Heaven’s own happy portal! 
OSV 6] When that blifsful Ave 

Gabriel's meflage gave thee, 

Peace was ftablifhed ever, 

Reverfed the name of Eva ; 

Guilt was loofed in kindnefs, 

Light fhone o’er our blindneis, 

All our ficknefs curing 

And all good affuring. 

A Son’s love difplaying, 

He will hear thy praying ; 

Who for us deigned furely 

To be Thine Offspring purely. 


oe 


Virgin allexcelling! © 

Meek beyond all telling ! 

Afk Him chafte and tender, 
All our hearts to render ; 
Thus our life protecting, 

And our way direéting, 

Tul the fight of Jefus, 

E’er with Thee fhall pleafe us. 
Praife to God The Father, 
To The Son all Honour ; 
And to The Holy Spirit, 
Three, yet One, all merit. Amen. 


AT MATINS 


@ Ov the FEASTS of the BLESSED VIRGIN 


MARY, 
(Durham Hymnal.) 


Quem Terra, Pontus, thera. 

™ HE God Whom Earth and Sea and Sky 
Revere, adore, and magnify, 

Who o’er the threefold fyftem reigns 
" The Virgin Mary’s womb contains. 





The King, Whom Sun and Moon obey, 
Submiffive to His fovereign fway, 

A maiden, filled with grace Divine, 
Doth in her fpotlefs bofom fhrine. 


[ 7) 


The nations of the world admire, 

An Angel’s words the germ infpire ; 

A Virgin by her ear conceives, 

And brings forth that her heart believes. 


O Mother! Thou with honour decked 
Didft Heaven’s eternal Architeét, 
Whofe hands creation’s courfe difpofe, 
E’en as a facred Ark enclofe. 


By Heaven’s Ambaffador thou’rt bleft, 

The Holy Ghoft hath filled thy breaft, 

The long defired of earth hath come 

And with thee finds a faintly home. Amen. 


@ At LAUDS in the SAME. 


O gloriofa Femina. 


(Gq OW glorious Lady! is thy fame ; 

4 Sublimer than the ftars thy name ; 
# Who, greatly favoured, didit indeed 
Thy Maker at thy bofom feed. 





What Eve in forrow rent away, 

Thine Offspring doth to us repay ; 

That mourners may to reft attain, 

Thou’rt made Heaven’s window unto men. 


[ 58 | 


Gate of The eternal King of Might! 
Refulgent portal of The Light! 

Life through a Virgin is beftowed, 
Ye ranfomed nations hail your God! 


Lord! Holy Virgin born! to Thee, 
Eternal Praife and Glory be, 

To Father and to Holy Ghoft 

Long as Eternity fhall laft. Amen. 


Ai EeawDS 
@ Onthe DAY of ST. VINCENT MARTYR. 
Chrifti Miles gloriofus. 
=o, LORIOUS was the Chriftian warrior 


Deacon Vincent, as with tread 





Firm and free, the pile afcending 

: To that fiery doom he fped ; 

FEA] Where the {alt fhower fiercely crackling 
O’er his tortured flefh was fpread ; 


While the furnace famed around him, 
Crimfoned with his gufhing blood ; 

Yet he ftill endured intrepid 
Faithful ever to his Lord ; 

And with eyes to Heaven uplifted 
Chrift upon His Throne adored ! 


[ 59 J 


Glory be to God and Honour 
In the higheft, as is meet ; 
To The Son as to The Father, 
And The Eternal Paraclete ; 
Whofe is boundlefs Praife and Power 
Throughout ages infinite! Amen. 





mit TIRS® VESPERS. 


@ Th CONVERSION of ST. PAUL.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 


Paftore percuffo minas. 


pau HEY {mite the Shepherd! fired with wrath, 

, J To flay, the ravening wolf breaks forth ; 
{ ‘ Alien from Chrift, His flock to rend, 

‘ i6q Behold! the cruel Saul defcend. 





4 Fen now his hands with favage air, 
The biting chains, the crofs prepare ; 

When fee! with one refiftlefs blow, 

The voice of Chrift hath laid him low. 


Saul! Saul! He fpake, «* What doft thou here? 
Learn this my conquering arm to fear ; 

With Heaven no longer wage a war, 

Nor perfecute thy Jefus more.” 


[ 60 ] 


And lo! he drops his liftlefs hands, 
Submits to Jefu’s gentle bands ; 

A fpoiler fpoiled, and captive led, 
Doth firft His glorious triumph head. 


O God! Who canft the mountains fhake, 
And e’en the lofty cedars break : 

Whofe Grace with all tranfcendant fway, 
Compels the proudeft hearts to obey, 


Great Shepherd! crufh the ravenous foes 

Who would Thy Sacred Fold enclofe ; 

And if from Thee our hearts fhould roam 

O bring again Thy wanderers home! 

O God! Triune and One! To Thee 
Supremeft Praife, High Honour be ; 

Who from the gloom of heathen night, 

Hath called us to Thy Glorious Light! Amen. 





AT FIRST VESPERS 

@ On the DAY of the PRESENTATION and 
RU RES CRATE TO NE 
Quod chorus vatum. 

pemq\O ! what the reverend Prophet Seers of 
} old 
Sang prefcient, with The Holy Ghoft 
= replete, 

#| In Mary and her Son Divine, Behold ! 

Revealed complete. 





[ 61 ] 


She Heaven’s own God, The Lord of earth’s domain, 
Virgin conceived and Virgin furely bore ; 
Yet from that birth doth undefiled remain 


For evermore. 


Him in his arms the righteous Symeon took, 
In The Lord’s Houfe, infpired with facred joy 
That he on Chrift was worthy deemed to look 
With mortal eye. 


To thefe our prayers a favouring ear incline, 
Thou Offspring of The Eternal King! we pray ; 
Who, with Thy Mother, glory decked doft fhine _ 


In realms of Day! Amen. 


ATS rIRSMPVESPERS 


@ On the FEAST of the PRESENTATION and 
PURIFICATION.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Templi facratas, Pande Syon fores. 


¥ YON! open fling 

Ze i Thy facred Temple gates ; 

. 4 Victim, Prieft, and King, 
pesZZ AN The Chrift before them waits ; 





Let remote and empty figures yield, 


Truth’s very Self is now to man revealed. 


[ 62 ] 


For our fins no more 
Shall harmlefs flocks be flain ; 
Nor fhall ftreaming gore 
The fmoking altars ftain ; 
Lo! at His own Altar, God Alone, 
Doth to His Father for our guilt atone. 


Confcious of her God 
The Virgin draweth nigh ; 
And, her Son and Lord 
With meek and down-caft eye, 
Bearing in her arms, in worship bent, 
Doth gentle doves, her humble gift prefent. 


At that Glorious Shrine 
Each age and fex appear ; 
Filled with Grace Divine, 
As He their God draws near ; 
All for which their prayer fo long had ftriven, 
Now to reward their yearning faith is given. 


"Mid the wondering throng, 
Within that holy Houfe, , 
In meek virtue ftrong, 
That Mother thankful vows, 
Now to Thee O God! in filence pays ; 
And in her heart the mighty Myftery weighs. 


Higheft Glory be 
To Father and to Son; 
Holy Ghoft! to Thee 


Be equal Honour done ; 
Here let us our thankful tribute pay 


Worfhipping The Holy Trinity for aye. Amen. 


[ 63 ] 
@ At LAUDS in the SAME. 
Fumant Sabeis, Templa vaporibus. 


Sa O the Temple’s heights 





Sabzan odours rife; 
Lo! The Feaft invites ; 
AG sedi Proceeds the Sacrifice ; 
Let us follow and to greet our King 
Each with devotion pureft offerings bring. 


Brilliant light to thee 
Let glowing Faith fupply ; 
Burning Charity 
The fire of Love bring nigh ; 
So fhall all the fcented air be rife 
With heavenly perfumes of a holy life. 


Let us not through fin 
Or floth our fteps delay ; 
But God’s Houfe within 
With bleffed Symeon ftay ; 
There of Him upon that altar flain 
Complete fruition henceforth e’er to attain. 


Higheft Glory be 


[ 64 ] 
@ At VESPERS in the SAME.—(Sarum Breviary.) 
O Dei Sapientia. 


@| WISDOM of The God of Grace! 
Pervading all things mightily ; 






« The frailties of man’s fallen race, 
Reftoring with fweet clemency ; 


Thou deignedft human flefh to affume 
And e’en a death of pain to endure, 
Proceeding from a Virgin’s womb, 


From all our guilt for ever pure ; 


Thou didft with joy that mother crown 
Her holy inmate ere Thy birth ; 

Then bright with bleflings and renown 
Arife a Star upon the earth. 


And O! what gifts of love are Thine ! 
So fure, fo blifsful, and fo free, 

Whereby with {weetnels al! divine, 
Thou draweft every heart to Thee. 


All Glory Lord! to Thee be given 
Who watt of Virgin mother born; 
And with The Father high inHeaven 
And Holy Ghoft art ever One! Amen. 


[ 65 } 


@ At SECOND VESPERS in the SAME 


Latabundus. 


i@q DH hallowed mirth, 

é Sing all ye faithful choirs on earth 
Alleluya ! 

~ The King of kings 


From a maiden’s bofom {prings, 





O wonder rare! 
Wifdom’s Angel, He is come 
Iffuing from a Virgin’s womb ; 

Sun from a Star! 

Sun which no evening knowing, 

Star which ceafeleffly glowing, 
Bright ever are. 

As a Planet fhoots its ray, 

So her mighty Son to-day 

That Virgin bare. 
Neither Planet by its beam, 
Nor by Son defiled we deem 

That Mother fair. 
Subftance of The Higheft, He 
Girt with human flefh to be, 

For us, doth bear. 
Lebanon’s tall Cedar bends, 
Like to hyflop made, defcends 

Our vale to fhare. 


t) 
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Ifaiah fung the ftrain, 

Which Judza’s fons again 

Oft repeat, and yet remain 
In blindnefs e’er. 

Ah! if they will not believe 

Prophets, let them {till receive 

Oracles which Sybils weave, 
Gentiles declare. 

O haplefs Ifrael! hafte ; 

Now believe! for why abafed 

Should ye thus in ruin watte, 
Race of defpair ! 


Him, Whom Holy Writ of old 

God, The Eternal Son, foretold, 

In His Mother’s arms, behold ! 
Before youthere! Amen. 


AT FIRST VESPERG6 


@ Ox the DAY of the ANNUNCIATION.—(Paris 
Breviary.) 
Hee illa folemnis Dies. 
fyteg AIL! Feftal Morn, whofe facred ray 


Announced Salvation’s opening Day ; 





g Wherein to affuage creation’s grief, 


Cae heavenly j joy and brought relief. 
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We, led by Adam’s crime aftray, 
Forlorn in helplefs ruin lay ; 

To raife the fallen, Very God 
This lower earth defcending trode, 


‘He, in the Father’s bofom born 
Before the worlds, Eternal Son, 
Submits to time and nature’s laws 
Nor e’en the Virgin’s womb abhors. 


Our mortal flefh he makes His own 

A Viétim for the world to atone; 

And fheds His guiltlefs Blood, the mean 
To wath the guilty confcience clean. 


His Godhead fills creation’s bound, 
And yet with flefh is girt around ; 
To lead us back to God again, 
The Deity conforts with men. 


Our erring fteps He homeward guides, 
To fainting pilgrims ftrength provides ; 
Himfelf the Way where He precedes, 
The Goal whereto our fteps He leads. 


O God! O Truth! Who here revealed 
Art, though in mortal flefh concealed, 
Difcerned by every purer heart, 

To us Thy blefied Light impart. 


q On 
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Redeemer! Thou who cam’ft to free 

The world, O Son! High Praife to Thee! 
With God Thy Father, and no lefs 

Thee Holy Ghoft, of Both, we blefs. Amen. 


AT MATINS 

the FEAST of thee ANNUNCIATION.— 
(Paris Breviary.) 

Caleftis ales nunteat. 
Boo LIE iwift-winged herald from on high 
Announced the perfeét Myftery nigh ; 
Her God, fublime and quickening 

Gueft, 

Defeending fills the Virgin’s breatft. 





That birth, fo wondrous, with renown 
O Virgin! fhall thy memory crown; 
For in thy womb this Child Divine 
Conceived, is Son of God, yet thine! 


Of virgin fubftance framed is He 
From all polluting influence free ; 
Framed by The Holy Spirit’s aid 
The flefh of Jefus Chrift is made. 


Tis thus that mortals are with bread 
With milk celeftial richly fed ; 

The Man His children’s wants {upplies, 
As God His angels fatisfies! 


Redeemer ! Thou. Amen, 
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AT MATINS AND VESPERS 


@ Ox the DAY of ST. PHILIP and 8ST. FAMES.— 


(Paris Breviary.) 


Dum morte, Vidor, obruté. 


"Se AAOW, Death’s deftroyer, from the tomb 
AY Arifing, Chrift hath Viétor come, 
“# Be you our theme; who loved to know 





In favoured confidence to abide ; 
To you the future He unrolled, 
The fecrets of His Glory told. 


Your brother in this flefhly frame, 
Who death in that fame flefh o’ercame, 
Ennobling gift! made you to be 
Affociates of His Deity. 


To you He gave His precious fheep, 
Dear pledges of His love, to keep ; 

To bind and loofe the power afligned 
What God in Heaven doth loofe and bind. 


Though to The Father He afcends, 
The Son forgets not you His friends ; 
A flaming fhower, upon your heads, 


E’en now The Holy Ghoft He fheds. 


\ 


Twas yours, by your dear Mafter’s fide, 


b707] 


Filled with The Godhead, now fhall ye 
In every land with utterance free, 

As heavenly clarions, Chrift proclaim, 
Chrift God to all the Gentiles name. 


O Thou! Who ftill their Mafter art, 
O Chrift! to us Thy truths impart ; 
Shed light on what is dark, and deign 


To make us love whate’er is plain. 


Praife we The Father, praife The Son 
Our Prince, Whofe death the Victory won; 
And calls us with Himfelf to Heaven ; 
Like Praife be to The Spirit given. Amen. 








@ For the DAY of ST. ETHELBERT, (May 20,) 
KING and MARTYR.—(Hereford Breviary.) 


Sanétorum meritis jungat preconia. 


gy MONG the white-robed faints 
With glad memoria] lay, 
§ The Church devoutly paints 
| Her Martyr King to-day ; 

1 Who from his childhood ftrove 
~ His Maker to obey 


Supremely, in each word and way. 





Scion of Royal race! 
King of illuftrious line ! 
Thou doft with modeft grace 
A peerlefs lily fhine ; 
On earth’s wide teeming {pace, 
Fruit hundredfold was thine, 
Thou Rofe of Martyrs, bloom divine! 
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O worthy of all praife! 
Is thy remembrance fair, 
Who with Heaven’s citizens 
Doft endlefs glory fhare, 
When amaranthine crowns 
To each are given to wear, 
Twain thou art privileged to bear. 


The Lamb thou doft attend 
With all His virgin train; 
And with the Martyr band, 
A glorious reft obtain ; 
Of innocence the friend 
With Innocents to reign, 
And tafte of joys which never wane. 


All Praife and Glory be 
To Father and to Son; 
And Holy Ghoft! to Thee 
Let Honour meet be done, 
So Peace and Empire we 
Afcribe to Three in One 
Who reign whilft endlefs ages run! Amen. 





ford 


@ For the DAY of 8. BARNABAS, APOSTLE 
and CONFESSOR.—( Paris Breviary.) 


Celo datur quiefcere, 


=sgy)O thee O Barnabas! is given 

| To quit this world and refit in 
Heaven ; 

This Feftal Day thy crown was 





won, 


And all thine earthly labours done. 


For this thy lands were fold and left, 
Thyfelf of earthly wealth bereft ; 

A boundlefs profit fo to gain 

Tl’ eternal heritage to attain. 


Thee folemn facred fafts prepare ; 

For Thee the Church with public prayer 
Invokes The Holy Spirit’s aid ; 

Thou Chrift’s ambaflador art made. 


What diftant climes, what foreign foils, 
With Paul, the comrade of thy toils 
Thou vifitedft ! One Spirit Thee 

With him knit in One Charity. 


The Faith of Chrift when Ifrael fpurned 
And from the Light rebellious turned, 
O precious boon! with zealous care 
Thou didft to teach the Gentiles bear. 
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O Chrift! whene’er Thy Light Divine 
Seeks into thefe dark hearts to fhine, 
I]lume us, left the night we choofe, 
And that Thy Heavenly gift refufe. 


Praife we The Father, Praife The Son 

Whole death for us the Glory won, 

With Him above the ftars to fhine ; 

And Holy Ghoft! like Praife be Thine. 
Amen. 





AT FIRST VESPERS 
@ On the DAY of ST. JOHN BAPTIST. 
Ut queant laxis refonare fibris. 

N flowing meafures worthily to 
fing 

The wonders which of old by 
thee were done, 

To lips unclean let Heaven 





remiflion bring, 


O Holy John! 


74 


From higheft Heaven a herald fent to earth 

Thy future greatnefs to thy father told; 

Thy name and life in order from thy birth 
Entire unrolled. 


Yet doubting of the promife of His Lord 

His palfied tongue of language loft the power ; 

By thee was all his faltering {peech reftored 
Thy natal hour. 


Thou didit within the narrow womb difcern 
Thy King in that His chamber lie concealed ; 
Each parent her Son’s dignity in turn 

To each revealed. 


Now whilft Heaven’s citizens proclaim thy praife 
God ever One and yet Cocqual Three 
For pardon we our fuppliant voices raife, 


Redeemed by Thee ! 


AT MATINS. 
Autra deferti teneris Jub annis. 


@} HOU in the defert caves thy tender youth 
4 Didft hide, and fly the crowded haunts of 
f men, 


And not the flighteft taint thy foul’s pure 





truth 
Might ever ftain. 
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For raiment to thy facred limbs his hair 

The Camel gave, the Steer thy cinéture rude, 

The {pring thy drink; wild honey, locufts, were 
Thy fimple food. 


The Prophets of old time in myftic ftrain 

Prefaged alone the Day{fpring that fhould be, 

But thou doft preach His Advent Who from ftain 
Mankind fets free. 


Nor was there in the wide world’s peopled fpace 

Holier than John more wondrous in his birth ; 

Who Him baptized Whofe baptifm doth efface 
The guilt of Earth! 


Now whilft Heaven’s citizens. 


AT LAUDS 
O nimis felix meritique celfi. 


MaOST bleft, moft excellent in holine(s, 
Of fnow-white purity, unftained and 






clear, 
ate} Great Martyr! Dweller in the wildernefs ! 
Thou matchlefs Seer ! 


With thrice ten circlets, diadems may crown 
Some prophets, others doubly more ; but thou 
Haft triply decked with hundredfold renown 
Thy facred brow. 


br] 


O may Thy mighty voice our paffions foothe ; 
Caft forth the rocks which mar our hearts’ abode : 
Make ftraight the crooked paths, and kindly fmooth 
Each rugged road! 


So fhall earth’s Maker and Redeemer chafe 

From our repentant fouls all guilt away, 

And by His coming deign our feet to place 
Within His way ! 


Now whilit Heaven’s citizens proclaim thy praife 
God ever One, and yet coequal Three, 
For pardon we our fuppliant voices raile, 


Redeemed by Thee ! 





AT MATINS 
@ On the FEAST of §. PETER and §. PAUL. 
Felix per omnes Feftum mundi cardines. 


mea] TH joy to-day throughout the con- 
2 fines of the earth, 

#| The Feaft is of The Apoftles held 
: with hallowed mirth ; 

4) Of Peter ever bleft and Paul his holy 


mate, 





Whom Chrift with His anointing Blood made confecrate, 
And o’er His Churches fet to rule in prieftly ftate. 


(ise 


Twair beauteous olive trees they ftand before The Lord ; 
Refplendent lamps which fhed celeftial light abroad ; 
Each in the firmament a chief and glorious ftar ; 
Deliverers from the galling chains of fin they are, 


And unto faithful men the gates of Heaven unbar. 


Theirs is the wondrous power by their decree fevere 
To clofe the realms fupernal; o’er the ftarry {phere 
They ope the radiant fplendours of the Heavenly floors ; 
Their tongues are mighty keys of the celeftial doors, 


The demons they expel from earth’s difburthened fhores. 


The bleffed Peter from his chain and prifon yoke 
Through Chrift’s refiftlefs prowefs marvelloufly broke ; 
The guardian of the Fold, the Church’s teacher deep, 
The fhepherd of the flock, defender of the fheep ; 
Who doth from raging wolves the faithful fafely keep. 


Whate’er is in the world by him in bonds confined 
That fhall the Powers above indiffolubly bind ; 
And what below he loofeth with upright intent 
Shall] be releafed above the radiant firmament ; 


When Time is o’er a judge of men fhall he be fent. 
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Like him doth Paul, the Teacher of the Gentiles, fhine, 
Of God’s election the thrice confecrated fhrine ; 
Fellows in martyrdom, as valiant comrades crowned, 
Twin lamps in honour through the Church renowned, 


They o’er the globe difperfe their brilliant beams around. 


O happy Rome! empurpled with the precious blood 

Of thefe the Princes of the Church fo great and good; 
Thou'rt fairer than aught elfe the world can e’er contain, 
Not for thy merit, but for all the fainted train 


By thee with bloodftained weapons mercileffly flain. 


We hail you glorious Martyrs! from this earthly ball, 
Bleft Peter! and thou lily of creation, Paul! 
Triamphant warriors feated in the Heavenly hall! 

O may your prayers, when dark and evil days befal, 
Affift us, until Chrift His own to Heaven fhall call! 


All Glory to The Father throughout endlefs ages be, 
Like Honour, Empire, bleffed Son belong to Thee ; 

So to The Holy Ghoft afcribing Grace and Power, 

Let us The undivided Trinity adore, 


World without end for ever and for evermore! Amen, 
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@ 4t VESPERS and MATINS in the SAME. 
Aurea luce et decore rofeo, 


peg I'T'H golden fplendour bright 





: With rofeate beauty crowned, 
: Behold! refulgent Light 

: 4  Illumes the world around, 
And decks Heaven’s azure heighth 

With martyrdoms renowned ; 
This morn of pure delight 

When finners pardon found. 


Thou Door-keeper of Heaven ; 
Thou earth’s Inftruétor art ; 
To worlds who judges given 
True light to man impart. 
The crofs his triumph bought ; 
He vanquifhed by the {word ; 
And each in Life’s own Court 


Is crowned with his reward. 


Good Shepherd Peter! now 
May thy petitions win 

Of Chrift, to hear our vow 
And break the chains of fin. 

By thofe enabling powers 
Which He conferred on thee, 

To clofe the Heavenly doors, 
The fame to us fet free. 
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O matchlefs Teacher Paul ! 
Our converfe fanctify ; 
Each foul exalting call 
To realms beyond the iky ; 
Till plenteoufly on all 
Perfeétion is beftowed ; 
And we fhall quit the thrall 
Of this corporeal load. 


Twain Olive trees, yet one 
In perfect fanctity ; 
In Faith your race was run, 
In Hope built up were ye. 
From Charity’s own fource 
Fulfilled, like you, may we 
When flefh fhall end its courfe, 
Rejoice eternally ! 


Glory Great Trinity ! 
Be Thine, enthroned in Heaven ; 
Honour and Majefty 
And Praife to Thee be given; 
In Whofe dread Unity, 
Abides Supremeft Power, 
Now and unchangeably, 
Henceforth for evermore. Amen. 


[ 82 ] 
@ in th COMMEMORATION of S. PAUL— 
Fune 30.—(Paris Breviary.) 
Sat Paule! Sat terris datum. 


SEINOUGH O Paul! on earth no more 
| Remain; thy conflicts all are o’er ; 





£34| In Heaven, now this thy courfe is run, 
Awaits the crown that thou haft won. 


a} What perils on the boifterous main, 
On land what ills thou didft fuftain! 

What ftonings, fcourges, bonds malign 

What loffes, griefs, what deaths were thine ! 


But Chrift, Who with a loving force 
Had nailed and held thee to His Crofs, 
Now calls thee to the life on high: 
And ’tis thy greateit gain to die. 


Though Charity’s enthralling chains 

Thy heart with fondeft links conftrains, 
And fons, which thou to Chrift haft borne, 
This parting with their father mourn, 


Yet now at laft, prepared on high, 
The Goal of all thy toils is nigh ; 
Among the Twelve a throne is ftored 
As Ifrael’s judge, for thy reward. 


To God The One, yet blefled Three, 
Supremeft Praife and Honour be ; 

Who from the gloom of heathen night, 

Hath called us to His glorious Light! Amen. 
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AT FIRST AND SECOND VESPERS 
@ On the FEAST of the VISITATION. 
Feftum Matris gloriofe. 
B|AINTS! The glorious Mother 
greeting, 
Keep the Feaft in glad array ; 
fi) And with glowing hearts intreating 





For the grace devoutly pray ; 
Which Elizabeth, in meeting 
With her Coufin, found to-day. 


Fruitful Parent! She that feeming 
Childlefs and age ftricken one 

Vifits, who in fecret teeming 
With her own prophetic fon 

Greets her; for in our redeeming 
Is their fellowfhip begun. 


Lo! that Voice, yet mute, exulteth 

As The Mighty Word draws nigh; 
And Elizabeth confeffeth 

All that Matron’s dignity, 
Whom fhe pafling bleft declareth 

In her Fruit eternally. 


«‘ What can this congratulation,” 

Meek fhe afks, ‘‘ forebode to me? 
What this gracious falutation 

Of The King’s own Mother be? 
And the unwonted exultation 

Of mine unborn progeny ?” 
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Then The Virgin fo commended 
Uttered forth a fong of praife ; 
And her Pfalm of triumph chanted 

For the love of this fweet grace, 
So herfelf pronouncing Blefied 
Thenceforth to the end of days. 


Triune God! Supreme and gracious, 
Everlafting is Thy reign ; 

Grant the Virgin’s interceflion 
May for us Thy help obtain ; 

That when this brief life is ended 
Life eternal we may gain. Amen. 


@ At MATINS in the SAME. 
Mundi Salus affutura. 


Ba O! The Fount of earth’s Salvation 
Virgin Mother far renowned, 





3 Chaite in gefture, pure in {pirit, 
"With furpafling beauty crowned, 
Her celeftial Offspring bearing 
Journieth to the mountains bound. 


She, the Serpent’s head who bruifeth, 
She, the Bufh which ne’er confumes ; 

Gideon’s Fleece which dew {uffufeth, 
Aaron’s wondrous Rod which blooms ; 

Spotlefs Bride The Bridegroom choofeth, 
Blifsful garden of perfumes! 
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Lo! Emmanuel’s holy parent! 
Jefle’s Branch with bloffoms bright; 
Clofed to man, yet now expanding, 
See Ezekiel’s Door of light ; 
Mountain Rock of Daniel’s vifion 
The image crufhing in its might. 


So to men The Lord of nature 
Came, as none e’er came before ; 

And a Mother her Creator 
In her bofom chaftely bore ; 

Earth brings forth The promifed Saviour ; 
Skies exhauftle{s bleffings pour ! 


Soon that home the Virgin reacheth, 
Filled with longings fond and fure ; 
Loving miniftry receiveth 
From her coufin chafte and pure ; 
In that ftrange child-bearing tafteth 
Joys which ever fhall endure. 


Happy houfe of Zechariah 

Which received fo dear a gueft ! 
Happy coufin of Maria 

With that fweet companion bleft! 
Happy John who fo Meffiah 

In that unborn Babe confeffed ! 


Praife to God The Eternal Father 
Who o’er all Creation reigns ; 
Praife unto The flain Redeemer, 
Who for us His Grace obtains ; 
And to Thee, Spirit Creator ! 
Equal Glory e’er remains. Amen. 


[ 86 ] 
@ At SECOND VESPERS in the SAME. 


O falutaris fulgens Stella Maris! 







pay) THOU health-bearing brilliant Star of 


Ocean ! 





" i Parent of Him Who is 'Truth’s very Sun ; 
S38) Mother of God! we greet thee with 
devotion 
Thou meekeft one! 
We hail thee; fain to fing thy noble praife 
Who doft with God in happinefs rejoice ; 
To celebrate thee how infirm our lays, 
How weak our voice! 


Thou who upon the ancient mountain’s heighth, 
Didft with quick ftep prevent the dewy dawn, 
We joy with thee, and welcome with delight 
Thy Feftal Morn. 
O hearken! Rachel’s voice afcends the fky ; 
A fuppliant the her children flain deplores ; 
And afks thy prayer with Him Whofe Grace on high 
The loft reftores. 
Parent of Peace Which failing earth upheld ! 
Who, Angel’s Praife, didft Health on man beftow ; 
Of women Flower; by Him e’er be repelled 
The ghoftly Foe. 
Now be The Holy Trinity for ever bleit 
In boundlefs might, with Whom O Virgin fair! 
Thou of Thine Offspring doft the eternal reft 
And Glory fhare! Amen. 


[8872] 
ADSVESPERS 
@ Ox the FEASTS of the BLESSED VIRGIN 
MARY. 
O Quam glorifica luce corufcas ! 
y WITH what glorious luftre refplendent 
Shineft thou, David’s own Royal 
Defcendant ! 


I Mary! The Virgin who loftily dwelleft, 


And in God’s favour all women excelletft. 







Mother! yet all honour virginal bearing 

For The Lord of All Angels a chamber preparing, 
Him in thy bofom thou chaftely enfhrinett ; 

And from thy womb cometh Chrift The Divinett, 


Whom all earth with veneration adoreth 

Every knee bowing for ever imploreth, 

From Whom we feek, to us thou thine aid lending, 
Light in our darknefs, and joy never ending. 


Father of lights! ‘Thou thefe bleffings beftowing, 
Grant for Thy Son, from The Holy Ghoft flowing ; 
Who as with Thee He in Glory abideth 

All things for ever difpofeth and guideth. Amen. 








AT FIRST “VESPERS 
@ On the FEAST of 8. MARY MAGDALENE, 


Collaudemus Magdalene lacrymas. 


S%AOLY Magdalene praifing 
A\} All her tears and joy and love, 





No “) High in laud our voices raifing 

/. )) Let our hearts accordant move, 

Y 4 '& So the nightingale’s fong gracing 
- Withthe mourning of the dove. 


Jefus feeks fhe ; nor complaineth 
Of the crowd of feafters rude ; 
O’er His feet her tears fhe raineth 
Which with ointment fhe bedewed, 
Drying with her hair, and gaineth 
Pardon for her fins fubdued. 
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She her dear Redeemer laving 
Makes the ftream its fource rejoin ; 
Holy Dew the flower diftilling 
Renders back its bloom Divine ; 
Heaven with moifture earth is filling, 
Earth returns the fhower benign. 


Now in fragrant mixture meetetft 
Nard and {pices fee her bear ; 

Laden with the unguent fweetett 
Thus a myftic type declare ; 

She to make her cure completetft 
Anoints her phyfician there. 


Thus did Chrift’s benign eleétion 
Choofe her with efpecial grace ; 

And fince fond was her affection 
All her heinous fins efface ; 

So His wondrous Refurreétion 
She announced before His face. 


Glory be to God and Honour, 

Who, true Pafchal Sacrifice, 
Lamb in Death, a Lion Warrior 

Did the Third Day Conqueror rife ; 
And the fpoils of Hell, a Victor, 

Bear triumphant to the fkies. Amen. 


———— 
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AT. VESPERS 


@ On the FEAST of S. MARY MAGDALENE. 
(York Hymnal.) 


Lauda Mater Ecclefe. 


Sq] CHURCH our Mother! {peak His praife, 
Q Pour forth to Chrift the thankful lay, 

4 Ji] Who by His fevenfold gifts of grace 

Can purge a fevenfold guilt away. 





Mary, of Lazarus fifter, who 

In many and deep tranfgreflions fell, 
Regains the path of life anew, 

Saved from the very jaws of Hell. 


Sick to the Healer fhe repairs, 
Of fpikenard was her offering pure ; 
All her difeafe and withering cares, 
The great Phyfician’s counfels cure. 


The unétion of the contrite breaft 
Her tears which faft as rivers flow, 
Her pious deeds by Heaven are bleft, 
With medicine for her guilt and woe. 


Her carnal lufts are paft and gone, 
Fair chalice cleanfed, no longer vile ; 
A veflel freed from fhame and fcorn, 
And changed, in glorious fheen to fmile. 
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Viétorious from Death’s dark domains 
Her Jefus fhe beheld return ; 

And matchlefs gifts of Him obtains, 
Who doth with love tranfcendent burn. 


To God alone all Glory be 
Who boundlefs gifts of grace affords, 
From fin and pain His flock fets free 
And crowns them with divine rewards. Amen. 





@ At LAUDS in the SAME. 
(York Hymnal.) 


AS terni Patris Unice. 


BY ON of The Eternal Sire on high! 
i Regard us with a gracious eye 





), Who weeping Magdalene doft own 


«#3 And call unto Thy glorious throne. 
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Lo! in the royal coffers laid 
Again the long-loft coin difplayed; 
The noble gem of fparkling fheen, 


From mire recovered, glows ferene. 


Jefus! our refuge fure and fweet 
Thee, Hope of penitents! we greet 5 
For that dear finner’s fake, releafe 


Our fouls from guilt and grant us peace. 


The affaults of fin with ceafelefs fpite 
And galling fting the confcience {mite ; 
The world’s vain blandifhments impure 
And harlot fmiles the fenfe allure ; 


Fain unto Thee our thankful lays 
We would, yet may not, freely raife, 
While here on earth our fouls forlorn 
Beneath this flefhly burthen mourn. 


O Mother! penitent and meek, 
Our nature is but frail and weak ; 
So may thy prayer help us to guide 
Our bark o’er life’s uncertain tide. 


To God Supreme all Glory be, 

Who in His bounties vaft and free, 

Releafe from guilt and pain affords, 

And crowns us with Divine rewards. Amen. 
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@ On the FEAST of S. MARY MAGDALENE. 
(Afbmole MSS.) 


Laudes Chrifti cum canticis. 





ae yy LIE praife of Chrift in facred fong 
mie Let us with tuneful hearts prolong, 
4f7— Who heard repentant Mary’s vows, 

" And chofe her for His glorious {poufe. 


Seven demons fled her cleanfed breaft, 
There doth The Sevenfold Spirit reft ; 
The Eternal Father with The Son, 
The Godhead, Trinity yet One. 


Six days before the Pafchal Feaft 

Came Chrift to Bethany in hafte ; 
Though dead three days, before her eyes 
He bade reviving Lazarus rife. 


Then Mary full of loving thought 

A pound of precious fpikenard brought ; 
The Lord’s bleit feet with ointment cheers 
And laves them with her grateful tears. 


And fo while thus in anguifh deep 
Her ftreaming eyes o’er Jefus weep, 
She Him without anoints and laves 
Whom He with inward un¢tion faves, 
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The Lord goes forth unto The Crofs, 
And forrowing Mary tracks His courfe ; 
She fees Him fuffer, fees Him die; 

And in the grave beholds Him lie ; 


Spice to the Sepulchre fhe brings, 

And haftes to embalm the King of kings ; 
So firft with glad and favoured eyes, 
Beholds Him from the tomb arife. 


Now Mary from Thy rifen Lord, 
Thou loved one of The Son of God! 
Befeech that finners, we may gain 
What thou didit by thy tears obtain. 


All Honour, Empire, Majefty 
Afcribe unto The Trinity ; 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft, 
Long as eternity fhall lait! 
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OF THE HOLY... ANGELS. 





AT FIRST VESPERS AND MATINS 


@ The FEAST of 8. MICHAEL and ALL 
ANGELS. 


Tibi Chrifte ! Splendor Patris. 


samQ|IRIST! The Father’s mirroured 

7 Brightnefs, 

Life and ftrength of fouls Thou 
art! 

i] And to Thee before the Angels 


Sing we laud with voice and 





heart; 


In alternate modulation 


Bearing each our tuneful part. 


Praife we with meet veneration 
All the Warriors of the fky ; 
Before all, the Princely Chieftain 
Of The Heavenly Chivalry 

Michael; who in battle victor 
Harled Abaddon from on high. 
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By his prowefs all excelling 

Chrift! Thou King of boundlefs grace, 
All the foe’s affaults repelling, 

Pure in heart before ‘Thy face 
Us in Paradife Thy dwelling, 

Of Thine only mercy place. 


Glory to The Father giving 
Him with anthems let us greet ; 
, Glory unto Chrift afcribing 
Glory to The Paraclete ; 
Triune yet One God exifting, 
Throughout ages infinite. Amen. 


@ 4t LAUDS in the SAME. 
Chrifte fanéorum decus Angelorum. 


AL RIST! Who of Holy Angels Honour art; 
Maker and Ruler of the human race! 

H Give us for aye withthem inHeavena part, 
Of Thy fweet grace. 






Michael Thine Angel, Meflenger of peace, 
Earthward from thence command Thou here to roam ; 
Oft may his vifits every good increafe, 
In this our home. 


yan 


Angel of might, let valiant Gabriel fpeed, 
With rapid wing to rout the ancient foe ; 
Oft to our temple from T'hy courts proceed, 
And help beftow. 


Angel of health, great Raphael hither fend 
Down from Thy throne of Majefty to heal 
Our cares and ills, our footfteps to defend 
And guard our weal. 


Let Mary, Virgin Mother of our God, 
The Angelic Choirs our fupplication join, 
The Affembly of the Saints with one accord 


One voice combine. 


The Almighty Trinity perform our prayer, 
Father and Son and Holy Ghoft Moft High, 
Whole Glory all creation doth declare 
Eternally. Amen. 


AT VYESPERS 


@ On the FEAST of 8. RAPHAEL and on ather 


FEASTS of the ANGELS.—( Hereford Breviary.) 
Exultet celum gaudiis. 
VAET Heaven refound with joyful lays, 


Each heart in tones of rapturous praife, 
Extol the Angels’ might and love 





In God’s eternal Courts above. 
G 
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We would on earth that ftrain prolong 

Of Heavenly and Seraphic fong 

“Turice Hoty!” Myftic Anthem! meet 
The princely Hierarchy to greet. 


And all the warrior hofts on high, 
The illuftrious chieftains of the fky, 
Thofe names adorned with facred fame, 
Demand our hymns of glad acclaim. 


Michael ‘* the Godlike Prince” we laud, 
Gabriel ‘* the Mighty Strength of God,” 
Raphael who “ Healing Gifts doth bear ;” 
As they Emmanuel’s praife declare. 


Before them trembles earth, and all 
The lures of fenfe defeated fall; 
With wondrous and excelling might, 
They turn the infernal hofts to flight. 


To Nature’s Lord of boundlefs fway 
The Courts celeftial homage pay, 

And Angels bow; whofe joy and peace 
And love and glory ne’er fhall ceafe. 


Amen. 
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@ At LAUDS and SECOND VESPERS in the SAME. 
(Hereford Breviary.) 


Excelforum civium inclita gaudia. 


(Saat HE exalted Heavenly Choirs 

4 ‘Their joys beyond compare, 
Y Their prowefs on our lyres 

O friends! let us declare ; 
My raptured {oul afpires 





With you in {weeteft lays, 
Heaven’s Princes worthily to praife. 


Chiefs of furpafling might, 
Viceroys o’er God’s domain, 
Unweariedly the fpite 
Of demons they reftrain 5 
Invincible in fight 
The infernal foe they quell ; 
Giants of race imperial! 


Great captains of the war 
And ftalwart champions they 
Foul fpirits chaften fore, 
Undaunted in the fray ; 
Faft forth their legions pour 
The upright foul to free 
And give him a glad victory. 
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Whofe voice can e’er relate, 
What writing can make known, 
The gifts and glorious ftate, 
Which Holy Angels crown ? 
As warrior guards who wait 
Their allies to proteét 
And Heavenward in right paths direét. 


O Deity Supreme! 
To Thee we meekly pray 
From pain our fouls redeem 
And purge our guilt away ; 
That decked with glory’s beam 
We may Thy Name adore 
With Holy Angels evermore. Amen. 


@ fo Tur CUARDIAN ANGET. 


Angele! Qui meus es cuftos pietate fupernd. 





kind care for my direétion, 


configned to thy protection! 


sq\ AR Angel Guardian given by Heaven’s 
O fuccour, fhield and guide me, thus 


. Cleanfe thou my foul from guilt and 
fhame, all ftain of fin expelling, 


Be e’er my comrade and life’s lamp in this mine earthly 


dwelling. 
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O thou {weet Angel friend! Who ever nigh me ftayett, 

Yet never aught unto mine outward fenfes fayett, 

In foul and body I befeech thee to defend me, 

For tis thy gracious tafk thus lovingly to tend me. 

Kind Angel, Herald of my God on high Who reigneth! 

Rule all mine words and aétions as His will ordaineth. 

Intreat for me, thou Angel bleft, of God my Maker 

That I of Chrift’s {weet promifes may be a meet partaker. 
Amen. 


q@ Yo THr GUARDIAN ANGEL. 
Salve mi Angelice! 


f AIL, mine Angel, pure and bright ! 
Hail, thou bleffed Spirit! 
wi Fulneds of celeftial light 
a Thou who doft inherit ; 
Viewing e’er in perfect joy 
God’s unclouded vifion, 
And of Him without alloy 
Haft complete fruition. 






When thy brethren, proud of will 
Were to ruin driven, 

Grace Divine preferved thee ftill 
Loyal unto Heaven ; 

And with virtues firm and free 
Wondroufly anointed, 

And a guardian unto me 
Frail and weak appointed. 
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Now I bend my knees and hafte 
Reverently to greet thee, 

And with fuppliant hands upraifed 
Fervently intreat thee 

That this day, with keeping fure, 
Thou wouldft be my warder, 

And from ghoftly foes fecure 
All my doings order, 


From all perils be my frame 
By thy prowefs guarded, 
Blemifhes of fin and fhame 
From my foul difcarded ; 
In each place and time of need 
From the foe proteét me, 
And in thought and word and deed 
And in aét dire&t me. 


For my welfare kindly pray, 
Let not floth enflave me, 
O reftore me when I ftray, 
And from falling fave me, 
All rebellions of the fenfe 
Paft and prefent quelling, 
And from heart and flefh offence 
Now and e’er expelling. 


Aid and cheer me, and condole 
With me, when in fadnefs ; 

Kindle, cleanfe, illume my foul 
With all holy gladnefs ; 

Teach, aflift me, and incite 
To endure temptation, 

Guide me in life’s path aright 
Till I reach falvation. 
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Grace afk for me when I ftray 
For forgivenefs yearning, 

And joy with me in the way 
When from error turning ; 

So fhall I till life’s laft clofe 
Be God’s faithful fervant, 

And a truft in him repofe 
Ever fure and fervent. 


When I die to foothe me fpeed 
Sweeteft comfort giving ; 

And from every peril freed, 
Bring me with the living 

Heavenward to the Courts of Day, 
Where without ceffation 

God is praifed ; and where for aye 
Is true confolation! Amen. 
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AT FIRST VESPERS AND MATINS 


@ Ox the FEAST of ALL SAINTS. 
(Durham Hymnal). 


Feftiva feechs colitur. 


guy O-DAY on earth The Feaft in 

af ftate 

: Of All the Saints we celebrate, 

| | Who in celeftial glory reign, 
SPR O Chrift! within Thy bleft 


domain. 





With them, on Thee we reverent call, 
Before Thee, man’s Redeemer, fall, 
And fellow fuppliants at Thy feet 
With tears for pardoning grace entreat. 


Jesu! of worlds the Saviour dear, 

To help Thine own redeemed appear ! 
Mother of God! O may’ft thou plead 
For us in every hour of need! 


Let all the bright Angelic Choirs, 
The ranks of Patriarchal Sires 

And Prophet Saints, devout and meek, 
Forgivenefs for our errors feek. 
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The Baptift, Thy great Harbinger 
And Heaven’s appointed Keybearer, 
And all the Apoftles ftrive to win 
From God remiffion of our fin. 


So may the facred Martyr band, < 
Confeffors, Priefts, adoring ftand, 

And every virgin chaftely pray 

That He would purge our guilt away. 


Your fuffrages, ye Clergy! join, 

With all Heaven’s citizens combine 

To fpeed our vows; fo may your prayer 
For us a crown of life prepare. 


Laud, Honour, Virtue, Glory be 

To God The Father, Son! to Thee, 
And to The Holy Paraclete, 

Now and through ages infinite. Amen. 


AT LAUDS AND SECOND VESPERS 
@ On the FEAST of ALL SAINTS. 


Chrifte Redemptor omnium. 





5 =a CHRIST! the world’s Redeemer 

°: dear, 

Protect Thy fervants exiled here ; 
a8} With favour Who regardeft e’er 

The Blefied Virgin’s holy prayer. 
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Let all the Angelic Hofts on high, 
Celeftial Spirits, camping nigh, 
Our paft and prefent ills difpel, 
From future dangers guard us well. 


The Prophets of The eternal King 
The Lord’s Apoftles fuccour bring ; 
For us their ceafelefs prayer outpour, 
Salvation for our fouls implore. 


Martyrs of God! renowned for aye, 
Confeffors, ranged in bright array, 
Let all your orifons unite 

To exalt us to the realms of light! 


O facred Virgin Choir! may ye 
And Clergy! our affiftants be; 
And every Saint of Chrift befeech 
That we His fellowfhip may reach. 


So from the realms of faith abafed 

Far fhall the traitorous foe be chafed ; 
And we to Chrift due hymns of praife 
Henceforth with hearts exulting raife. 


To God The Father, born of none, 
To That His bleft and only Son, 
With Holy Ghoft, all Glory be 
From age to age eternally. Amen. 








A SACRAMENTAL HYMN 


(FROM THE GERMAN). 
Guter Hirte mich zu weiden. 


=| RACIOUS Shepherd! me Who 
: feeding, 





A ‘| And for me with gladnefs 
Ae pleading, 

~eX| Freely diedft, in anguith bleeding, 
On The Crofs of Pain. 


Who new birth once more to give me, 
Didft within Thy Fold receive me ; 
Bear my fins, wafh and relieve me 

In Thy Blood from ftain! 


I was thanklefs for Thy warning, 

I repaid Thy care with fcorning ; 

Naught my worthlefs foul adorning, 
Could Thy wrath reftrain. 
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Yet with Sacraments fupernal, 

With The Spirit's gifts eternal, 

Thou by Thine own hand paternal, 
Mad’ft me whole again. 


Crufhed beneath fin’s dread oppreffion 

When to Thee I made confeffion, 

Thou didft pardon my tranfgreffion, 
And to hear me deign ; 


And that naught thenceforth fhould hurt me, 

And I never more defert Thee, 

Didft with Thine own Flefh convert me, 
With Thy Blood fuftain ; 


Sevenfold gifts of kind affection 

Giving, for my foul’s perfeétion, 

Thence, from birth to death, prote¢tion 
Strength and hope to gain. 


Yet feduced, Thy way forfaken, 

In the foe’s devices taken, 

Naught my foolifh heart could waken, 
From his lures refrain. 


Fount of Love! Hear my petition, 
Save Thy fheep from this perdition, 
O regard my true contrition ! 

Spare when I complain! 
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Plunged in guilt, remorfeful lying, 

Pardon grant me at my crying, 

Paftor! prove Thy truth undying, 
Mitigate my pain! 


Let within my breaft o’erflowing 
Thine enkindling love be glowing, 
Freedom from all guilt beftowing ; 


Me with bands e’er clofer growing 
To Thyfelf retain, 


Till by Thee hence liberated, 

From this vale of tears tranflated, 

Will and fenfes fubjugated, 

I, to Thy Praife new created, 

Kindeft Paftor ! confecrated 
Only fhall remain. 


On that Day of tribulation, 

When to judgment every nation 

Shall awake in trepidation, 

Hear O Chrift! my fupplication, 

Shew me all Thy {weet falvation, 

And at Thine own Right Hand ftation 
With Thy Flock to reign. Amen. 
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SACRAMENTAL HYMN. 

O Efca viatorum. 
A MEAT the Pilgrim needeth ! 
i: O Bread which Angels feedeth! 
1 O Manna dropt from Heaven ! 
The hungry fill! Thy fweetnefs 
Be in Divine completenefs 

To hearts that feek Thee given. 







O Wellfpring! Love’s own Fountain, 
From Jefu’s heart which mounting, 
Doft purely gufhing flow ; 
Give drink our thirft allaying, 
True anfwer to our praying 
Thou canft alone beftow! 


Jefu! Thy Face endearing 
We now adore, revering 
Beneath this form of bread ; 
Grant that to full fruition 
Of Thine unveiled Vifion 
In Heaven we may be led. Amen. 


SEQUENCE FOR ADVENT. 


Regnantem Sempiterna. 
z>9IM Who ruleth Creation 





Time endlefs in duration 

@ Praife devoutly, O congregation ! 

NW In fweet tones unto your Maker giving 
due laudation ! 

Him Heaven’s hoftsadore with jubilation, 
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Filled by His Face with exultation ; 

Him all earth awaits with expeCtation 

And His fearching examination, 

In the laft ftri€t judgment ftation. 

In all fweet kindnefs mightily, 

Deliver us O Chrift! by Thy clemency, 

For whom Thou fufferedft cruelly ; 

Raife us o’er the fkies bright and heavenly, 

Who cleanfeft earth’s impurity ! 

Shed on us Thy true and faving health from peril 
guarding ; 

Grant that all things be pure, Thy peaceful joys awarding ; 

So here by Thy compaffion faved from mifery, 

Joyful may we attain Thy Throne of Majefty, 

Where Thou reign’ft for ages everlaftingly. Amen. 


SEQUENCE FOR CHRISTMAS. 


Nato canunt omnia. 







Fas NTO the new-born Deity 


Now fing Heaven's choirs joy- 
fully, 


fio) Each on their harps thankfully 
Pouring forth a fweet melody 

This Morn of fanétity, 

Wherein is all felicity, 

Beftowed on earth plenteoufly. 

This great Night wondroufly 
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Pealed forth in loud harmony 
Angels’ lauds fonoroutly ; 
And light fhone forth refplendently 
At midnight brightly. 
To the fhepherd’s company 
While they kept their flocks watchfully, 
From on high fuddenly 
Echoed Divine minftrelfy ; 
Born of Virgin pure is He 
Who was before eternity, 
From Heaven fhines forth glory refulgently, 
On earth peace fhall be. 
Thus then all Heaven’s bright chivalry 
Rejoiceth exultingly ; 
And with vaft gladnefs refounds Heaven's lofty 
canopy, 
Uttering univerfally, Glory this day blifsfully, with 
loud voices joyoufly. 
Proclaim ye! man and things earthly, 
Our God born on earth verily, 
O’erthrown is Satan’s dynafty, 
That foe, dread in cruelty ; 
Peace on earth eftablifhed fee ; 
Now with gladnefs welcome ye, 
This the new-born Progeny, 
Alone upholding all things mightily, 
Alone Who framed the worlds marvellouily. 
May He in His benignity 
The fetters loofe of our iniquity! Amen: 
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SEQUENCE AFTER CHRISTMAS. 
Salus eternas indeficiens mundi vita! 


Sy] TERNAL Health! Creation’s evernew 
vitality ! 
39| Light everlafting ! our Redemption in all 
verity ! 
4] Who filled with deep compaflion that 
mankind fhould perifh, didft intreat 





The Deity, 
Not leaving Majefty, and vifit lowly things of Thine own 


clemency ; 
Then of Thine own fpontaneous grace didft put on our 
humanity ; 
And of all earthly realms in ruin loft didft fave the 
entirety ; 
Bringing to the world delight 
Chrift! by Thine immortal might, 
Our fouls and bodies purge aright ; 
And us, Thy dwelling pure and bright, 
Unto Thine own bleft felf unite. 
Juft through Thy firft advent may we be, and by Thy 
fecond make us free; 
So when in glorious Majefty Thou Judge of all fhalt be, 
Clad in the robe of immortality, Thy bleffed footfteps we 
may follow wherefoe’er their prints we fee. Amen. 
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SEQUENCE AT EASTER. 
Fubilemus omnes una. 


ET us all rejoice together 

Before One God of all things The Creator, 

4% By Whom was formed the entire realm of 

z Nature ; 

The radiant hoft of Heaven; lights which never wane, and 
ftars which ftud the ethereal plain ; 

The Sun, Earth’s fabric, and the bright Moon’s noxious 
reign; the brilliant lights the fkies contain ; 





The land, the main, the wide champaign; rivers deep 
which their courfe retain ; 

Of air the boundlefs wide domain, wherein are borne the 
birds, the winds, the clouds, the rain ; 

Which all in One O Father! Thee The Only God to ferve 
are fain ; 

Now and for ever without end through endlefs ages they 
do praife the glories of Thy reign ; 

Who fent down Thine Only Son, faving us the undone. 

Who guiltlefs fuffered here on earth, a pure Oblation, of 
our fins the purgation ; 

To Thee O Trinity! for our hearts and bodies we make 
{upplication ; 

O keep and govern us, and of our guilt remit the con- 
demnation! Amen. 


[Aras 


@ OF THE SACRED COUNTENANCE OF OUR LORD 


JESUS CHRIST. 


Bg LL hail! my kind Redeemer’s confecrated 
Face, 

Whence itream divineit rays of Glory 
and of Grace ; 





tag Once on a handkerchief of glittering 
white impreft, 

And on Veronica beftowed, love’s token bleft. 

All hail! Thou Honour of the worlds! Thou Mirror of 
the Saints ! 

Whole Vifion to enjoy each Heavenly fpirit faints ; 

O do Thou purge us free from every finful ftain, 

And join us to the choirs on high, in endlefs joy to reign! 

Hail! my Lord’s Countenance! O blifsful Image, hail! 

Bright with Deific radiance, which never fhall grow pale. 

Richly into our hearts Thy peerlefs {plendours pour ; 

The darkling veils which blind our fenfe caft off for ever- 
more. 

Hail! mighty Rock! which doth our Chriftian Faith 
fuftain, 

And crufheft heretics of minds elate and vain ; 

Increafe our merits who believe with fureft faith in Thee, 


Image of Him Who here of bread our King is made to be! 


All hail! our Joy and Crown in this life’s dreary way, 
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So frail and fleeting, and fo foon to pafs away ; 
O guide us, lovely Portraiture! unto Thine own bleft 


place, 


Unto th’ entrancing Vifion of Chrift’s own unclouded 
Face. 


Hail! nobleft Gem! true Pearl ferene! how luftrous and 
how pure, 

Decked with celeftial gifts in faultlefs ornature! 

By mortal hands depiéted not, nor wrought by human 
fkill, 

That knoweth He, the Chief of Priefts, Who formed 
Thee by His will. 

That Heavenly beauty wherein gliftening Thou’rt arrayed 

Changelefs abideth, nor for evermore fhall fade. _ 

From age to age enduring, its brilliance ne’er fhall pale ; 


The King of Glory made Thee! Whofe works can never 
fail. 


Thou ne’er fhalt know decay, Thou corruptlefs fhalt abide, 
Chrift’s likenefs by Himfelf unto His worfhippers fupplied 


Thou turneft into gladnefs our mourning and our woe; 
Of Thy {weet Vifion on our hearts the healthful fruit 
beftow ! 


Be Thou to us Thy faithful ones a rampart and a fhield, 
All kindly confolation and {weet refrefhment yield ; 

So freed from ghoftly foes, and every conflié o’er, 

Shall we find reft in Heaven with Thee for evermore. 


Amen. 


S 


S 
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POSTSCRIPT. 





The tranflator, with all humility, commends this 
volume to the attention of thofe who are engaged in 
the laudable tafk of compiling Hymnals in the verna- 
cular language for the public ufe of the Church. To thofe 
who are acquainted with the fubjeét, the vaft fuperiority 
of ancient over nine-tenths of modern hymnody, is 
fufficiently apparent. 

The compofitions of the early and middle age of 
Chriftianity, are mofty couched in majeftic and folemn 
language —dignified, yet flowing metres, and always 
embody and exprefs deep and catholic truths, conjoined 
with earneft and fervid prayer and afcriptions of praife. 


To this excellence the fentimental effufions of more 
modern times fcarcely ever attain, although often fuperior 


in mere poetical and imaginative feeling. 


The tranflator may further be permitted to remark, 
that the ballad metre (eights and fixes) never occurs 
in any of the approved ancient or medieval hymns, 
and to exprefs his great regret that fo fecular and 
flovenly a meafure fhould ever have been adopted for 
fetting forth the majeftic praifes of the Holy Trinity, 
and of celebrating the glorious memories of the Saints 
departed. 

May, 1866. 
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